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KIKG HENRY VI. 


PART I. 




f 


‘This First Part oi Vi; was originally printed, 

under that title, in ihe folio collectum of 1623. Upon 
the authority, then, of the iulitors of that edition of Mr. 
William .Shakespeare's Comedies, Histories, and Tra- 
gedies, published aceording to the true original Copies,” 
this drama properly duds a place in every modem edi- 
tion of our poet's works. But since the time of Malone 
the English critics have agreed that this play is spu- 
rious; and Brake, without hesitation, refers to what 
Siiakspere's friends and editors denominated the Second 
and Third Parts of ^ Henry VI.’ as the First and Second 
Parts; and rcconnnends all future editors, if they print 
dus first play at all, to give it only in an Appendix, 
If we were in the habit, then, taking upon trust what 
the ]«evious editors of SlialcHpere ha%*o authoritatively 
held, we should either reject tins play altogether, or, if 
we printed it, we shfiuhi inform our readers that ^Hhe 
hand of Sliakspere is nowhere visible throughout” We 
cannot consent to hdlow either of these courses. We 
print the play, aiwl we do not tell the reader that Shak- 
speie never toiushed it. The <|n«tion of the authenticity 
of tiift three prrts of * Henry VV Is a very largo one, em- 
bracing many d«tai!i» In this edition we are com- 
piled to refer tlie reader to mir Eiway on the subject, 
which accompanies lh«« playi in ow « Pictorial’ and 
editiom 

In the Ixumble house of Shakspere’s l»oyhood there 
was, in all probability, to be found a thick squat folio 
volume, then some thirty y^ui printed, in which might 
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' INTRODUCTORY REMjVRKS, 


be lead, wbat misery, wbat murder, and what exe- 
crable ;^lagnes this famous region hath suflfered by the 
division and disseution of the renowned houses of Lan- 
■"Usaster ‘and York.” This book was ‘ Hall’s Chronicle.’ 
With the local and family associations that must have 
belonged to his early years, the subject of the four 
dramas that relate to the dissention of the houses of 
Lancaster and York, or rather the subject of this one 
great drama in four parts, must have irresistibly pre- 
sented itself to the mind of Shakspere, as one which he 
was especially q^ualified to throw into the form of a 
, chronicle history. It was a task peculiarly fitted for 
the young poet during the first five years of his con- 
nesdon with the theatre. Historical dramas, in the 
rudest form, presented unequalled attractions to the 
audiences who flocked to the rising stage. He had not 
here to invent a plot ; or to aim at the unity of action, 
of time, and of place, which the more refined critics of 
his day held to be essential to tragedy. The form of a 
chronicle history might appear to req[uire little beyond 
a poetical exposition of the most attractive facts of the 
real Chronicles, It is in this spirit, we think, that 
Shakspere approached the execution of the First Part of 
‘ Henry VI.’ It appears to us, also, that in that very 
early performance he in some degree held his genius in 
subordination to the necessity of executing his task, 
rather with reference to the character of his audience 
and the general nature of Ins subject than for the fulfil- 
ment of his own aspirations as a poet. There was be- 
fore him one of two courses. He might have chosen, 
m the greater number of his contemporaries chose, to 
r^ensider the dominions of poetry and of common sense 
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ft remarkable example of this power in Shakspere. He 
knew fhat, with all the infiuence of her supernatural 
pretension^ this extraordinary woman could not have 
swayed the destinies of kingdoms, and moulded princes 
and warriors to her will, unless she had been a person 
of very rare natural endowments. She was represented 
by the Chroniclers as a mere virago, a bold and shame- 
less trull, a monster, a witch ; — because they adopted 
the vulgar view of her character, — the view, in truth, 
of those to whom she was opposed. The^ were rough 
soldiers, with all the virtues and all the vices of their 
age ; the creatures of brute force ; the champions, in- 
deed, of chivalry, but with the brand upon them of all 
the selfish passions with which the highest deeds of 
chivalry were too invariably associated. The English 
Chroniclers, in all that regards the delineation of 
characters and manners, give us abundant materiaU 
upon which we may form an estimate of actions, and 
motives, and instruments; but they do not show us 
the instruments moving in their own forms of vitality; 
fiiey do not lay bare their motives; and hence we 
have no real key to their actions. Froissart is, per- 
haps, the only contemporary writer who gives* us real 
portraits of the men of mail- But Shakspere mar- 
shalled them upon his stage, in all their rude mighty 
their coarse ambition, their low jealousies, their fac- 
tious hatreds, — mixed up with their thirst fox glory, 
their indomitable courage their warm friendships, their 
tender natural affections, their love of country. This is 
the tru^ which Shakspere substituted for the vague de- 
lineations of the old stage. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


King Henry VI. 

AppeatSf Act III. sc. 1 j sc. 4. Act IT. sc. 1. Act Y. sc. 1 ; sc. 6. 

Duke of Gloster, uncle to the King, and Protector. 

Avvears, Act I. sc. 1 5 sc. 3. Act III. sc. 1 j sc. 4. Act IV. 
sc. 1. Act V. sc. 1 ; so. 5. 

Duke of Bedford^ uncle to the King, and Regent 

"of France. 

JLppearSf Act I. sc. 1. Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. Act III. sc. 2. 

Thomas Beaufort, DuJce of Exeter^ great uncle to ike 

King. 

ApvearSt Act I. sc. 1. Act III. sc. 1. Act IV. sc. 1. 

Act V. so. 1; sc. 6. 

Henry Beaufort, great uncle to tl& King, Bishop 
of Winchester^ and afterwards Cardinal. 

Appears. Act I. sc. 1 5 so. 3. Act III. sc. 1. Act IV. sc. 1. 

Act V. sc. 1 ; sc. 4. 

John Beaufort, Earl of Somerset; afterwards Duke. 
Appears^ Act II. sc. 4. Act III. sc. 1. Act IV. sc. 1 j sc. 4. 

Richard Plantaqenet, eldest son 0/ Richard, late 
Earl of Cambridge ; afterwards Duke of York. 

Appears. Act II. sc. 4 j sc. 5. Act III. sc. 1. Act IV. sc. 1 j sc. 3. 

Act V. sc. 3 ; sc. 4. 

Earl of Warwick. 

Appears. Act I. sc. 1. Act II. sc. 4. Act III. so. 1. Act IV. 

«c. 1. Act V. sc. 4. 

Earl of Salisbury. 

Appears, Act 1. sc. 4. 
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Earl op Soppolr. 

^^.ar..Act44. Actni -l. ActIV.«>a. 

Act V. 8C. S J IC. Of 

Lord TaIBOT, afUr^rds Karl "/ 

John Talbot, sm io hot^ 

Appears, Act IV# m. S } »o< ^ J w* 

Edmund Mortimer, Marl 0/ Manik 
AppcarSf Act It w. 

Morfcimor"® Eeepot. 

Appears, Act It w* 

A Lawyer. 

Appears, Act It sc. I. 

Sir John Fastolpe. 

Appears, Act III. sc* 2, Act IV« iC* 1« 

Sm William Luct. 

Appears, Act IV* no. 8 j sc* 4 j w* t 

Sib William Glansdalu 
Appears, Act I* sc. 4. 

Sir Thomas Garobatr. 

Appears, Act I. so* 4* 

Mayor of Lor^od. 

Appears, Act I. sc. S* Act lit ic# t 

WooDViLLE, Beutmani aftU Tmm* 
Appears, Act 1. so* 8* 

Vernon, afth WkUe Mom^ or Yarh,/^^^- 
Appears, Act IE. sc. 4. Act lit sc* 4. Act IV* wii I* 

Basset, oftU Red Rose, or Zanmsirr,fii^im 
Appears, Act III. sc. 4. Act IV, sc. t 
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Charles, Dauphin^ and afterwards Kinp, of France. 

^opearj, Actl. sc. 2 ; sc. 5 ; sc 6. Act II. sc. 1. Act III. sc. 2 ; 
sc. 3. Act IV. sc. 7. Act V. sc 2 ; sc. 4. 

Reigkier, Duke of Anjou, and titular King of Naples. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 2 j sc. 6. Act 11. sc. 1. Act V. 

SC* 3 j sc« 41;* 

Duke of Burgundy. 

Appears, Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. Act III. so. 2 ; sc. 3. Act IV. sc. T. 
^ Act V. sc. 2. 

Duke of Alen^on. 

Appears, Act I. sc- 2. Act 11. sc. 1. Act III. sc. 2 ; sc. 3. 

Act IV. sc. 7. Act V. sc. 2 ; sc. 4. 

Guvemor of Paris. 

Appears, Act IV. sc. 1. 

Bastard op Orleans. 

Appears, Act 1. sc. 2. Act II. sc. 1. Act III. sc. 2 ; sc. S. 
ActIV. sc. 7. Act V. sc. 4, 

Master-GiDoner of OrleanSj and his Son. 

Appear, Act I. sc. 4. 

General of the French Forces in Bonrdeaux. 

Appears, Act IV. sc. 2. 

A French Sergeant. 

Appears, Act II. sc. i. 

A Porter. 

Appears, Act 11. sc. 3. 

An old Shepherd, to Joan la Pucelle. 

Appears, Act V. sc. 4. 

M4RGARET, daughter to Reignier ; afterwards married 

to King Henry. 

Appears, Act V. sa 3. 



I* ■ PERSOT^S REPRESENTED* 

Countess op Auvergne. 

Appears , Act n* sc. 3. 

Joan la Pucelle, commonly called Joan of Arc. 

rt«^A ^ aerams^ Officers^ Soldters, Messena^s. 

loth on the English and 

SCEOT:, —PARTLY IN England, and partly in 

France. 
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u KING HENiY VI.—PART I. [Act K 

Exe, We mourn in black : Why mourn we not in 
_ blood! 

Hemy is dead, and never shall revive : 

Upon a wooden coffin we attend ; 

And death’s dishononiable victory 
We with our stately presence glorify. 

Like captives bound to a triumphant car, 

W^hat I shall we curse the planets of mishap, 

That plotted thus our gl ory s overthrow ? 

Or shall we think the subtle-witted French 
Conjurers and sorcerers, that^ afraid of him, 

By magic verses have contriv’d his end ? 

Win. He was a king bless’d of the King of kings. 
Unto the French the dreadful judgment-day 
So dreadful will not be, as was his sight. 

The battles of the Lord of hosts he fought : 

The church’s prayers made him so prosperous. 

Glo. The church I where is it ? Had not churchmen 
pray’^ 

His thread of life had not so soon decay’d ; 

Hone do you like but an effeminate prince, 

"Whom, like a schoolboy, you may over-awe. 

Win. Gloster, whate’er we like^ thou art protector ; 
And lookest to command the prince and realm. 

Thy wife is proud ; she holdeth thee in awe;, ’ 

More than Gcd or religious churchmen may. 

Glo. Hame not religion, for thou lov*st the flesh ; 
And ne’er throughout the year to church thou go st, 
Kxcept it be to pray against thy foes. 

Eed, Ceas^ cease these jars, and rest your minds iu 
peace 1 

Let ’s to the altar : — ^Heralds, wait on us % — 

X^tead of gold, we ’ll offer up our arms j 
Since arms av^ not, now that Henry ’s dead. 

Posterity, await for wretched years, 

When at their mothers’ moisten’d eyes babes shall 
suck; 
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Mxe. Were our fears wanting to tMs fbneml, 

These tidings would call forth her flowing tid^. 

Bed. Me they concern ; regent I am of France : 
Give me my steeled coat, I ’ll fight for France, 

Away with these disgraceful wailing robes I 
Wounds will I lend the French, instead of eyes, 

To weep tlieir intennissive miseries- 

Enter another Messenger. 

2 Mess. Lords, view these letters, full of bad m 

chance : 

France is revolted from the English quite; 

Except some petty towns of no import : 

The dauphin Charles is crowned king in Eheims ; 
The bastard of Oileans with him is join’d ; 

Eeignier, duke of Anjou, doth take his part; 

The duke of Alen^on flieth to his side. 

Exe. The daupW crowned Hng I all f y to him I 
O, whither ^all we fly ftom this reproach? 

Gh, We win not fly, but to our enemies’ throats ; 
Bedford, if thou be slack, I ’ll fight it out. 

Bed. Gloster, why doubt’st thou of my forwardnej 
An army have I muster’d in my thoughts, 
‘Whwwith. already France is overrun. 

Enter a third Messeng^er, 

3 Mess. My gracions lords, ^ — ^to add to your lamei 
Wherewith you now bedew king Henry’s hearse, — 

1 must infoim you of a dismal fight 
Betwixt the stout lord Talbot and the French. 

Wira. What 1 wherein Talbot overcame ? is ’t so ? 

3 Mess. O, no ; wherein lord Talbot was o’erthrov 
The drcumstance I’ll tell you more at large. 

The tenth of August last, this dreadful lord, 
Beiaring from the siege of Orleans, 

Having fall scarce six thousand in Ms troop, 

By thr^-and-twenty thousand of the French 
Was round encompassed and set upon ; 
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No leisure had he to enrant his men ; 

He wanted pihes to set before his archers ; 

Instead whereof, sharp states, pluck’d out of hedges, 
They pitched in the ground confusedly, 

To keep the horsemen off from breaking in. 

More than three houis the fight continued ; 

Where valiant Talbot, above human thought. 

Enacted wonders with his sword and lance. 

Hundreds he sent to hell, and none durst stand him; 
Here, there, and everywhere, enrag’d he slew : 

The French exclaim’d, The devil was in arms ; 

All the whole army stood agaz’d on liim : 

His soldiers, spying his undaunted spirit, 

A Talbot! a Talbot! cried out amain, 

And rush’d into the bowels of the battle. 

Here had the conquest fully been seal’d up, 

If sir John Fastolfe had not play’d the coward ; 

He, being in the vaward,®- (plac’d behind, 

With purpose to relieve and follow them,) 

Cowardly fled, not having struck one stroke. 

Hence grew the general wrack and massacre ; 

Enclosed were they with their enemies : 

A base Walloon, to win the dauphin’s grace, 

Thrust Talbot with a spear into the back ; 

Whom all France, with their chief assembled strength. 
Durst not presume to look once in the face. 

Bed. Is Talbot slain ? then I will slay myself. 

For living idly here, in pomp and ease, 

Whilst such a worthy leader, wanting aid, 

Unto his dastard foemen is betray’d. 

3 Mess. O no, he lives ; but is took prisoner. 

And lord Scales with him, and lord Hungerford . 

Most of the rest slaughter’d, or took, likewise. 

Bed. His ransom there is none but I shall pay ; 

“ Vaward-i-^Q van. The explanation of the commentators, 
such as it is, we gi^e : “When an army is attacked in the rear^ 
the van becomes the rmr in its tarn, and of course the reserve** 
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I ’ll hale the dauphin headlong from his throne,— 

His crown shall be the ransom of my friend j 
Four of their lords I ^11 change for one of ours. 
Farewellj my masters ; to my task will I ; 

Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make, 

To keep our great Saint George’s feast withal : 

Ten thousand soldiers with me I will take, 

Whose bloody deeds shall make all Europe quake. 

3 Mess, So you had need; for Orleans is besieg’d; 
The English army is grown weak and faint : 

The earl of Salisbury craroth snynly. 

And hardly keeps his non ih-n. rnii'iny. 

Since they, so few, watch sucn a mulnt'iide. 

JSxe, Remember, lords, your oaths to Henry sworn, 
Either to quell die dauphin utterly, 

Or bring him in obedience to your yoke. 

Bed, I do remember it ; and here take my leave, 

To go about my preparation. “ [JlSant. 

Glo. I ’ll to the Tower, with all the haste I can, 

To view the artillery and munition ; 

And then I will proclaim young Henry king. [Exit 
Bxe, To Eltham will I, where the young king is, 
Being ordain’d his special governor ; 

And for his safety there I ’ll best devise. [Exit 

Win, Each hath his place and function to attend : 

I am left out ; for me nothing remains. 

But long I will not be Jack-out-of-office ; 

The king from Eltham I intend to send, 

And sit at chiefeat stem of public weal. 

« [Exit Scene closes, 

SCEI!^E II. — ^France. Before Orleans. 

JSnier CscAitLEs, with his Forces; Alen90n, Reio- 

NiER, aTid o^rs. 

(Ftar, Mars his true moving, even as in the heavens^ 
So in the earth, to this day is not known : 
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Late did he shine upon the English side ; 

Now we are victors, upon us he smiles. 

What towns of any moment but we have ? 

At pleasure here we lie near Orleans ; 

Otherwhiles, the famish’d English, like pale ghosts, 
Faintly besiege us one hour in a month. 

Alen. They want their porridge and their fat btill^ 
beeves : 

Either they must be dieted like mules, 

And have their provender tied to their mouths, 

Or piteous they will look, like drowned mice. 

B.eig. Let ’s raise the siege : Why live we idly here ? 
Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear ; 

Eemaineth none but mad-brain’d Salisbury ; 

And he may well in fretting spend his gall, 

Nor men nor money hath he to make war. 

Char, Sound, sound alarum; we will rush on them. 
Now for the honour of the forlorn French : — 

Him I forgive my death that killeth me. 

When he sees me go back one foot, or fly. \JExeu7it„ 

Alarums. They are "beaten back by the English, with 
great loss. Re-enter Charles, Alencon, Reig- 
NiER, and others. 

Char. Who ever saw the like ? what men have I ? — 
Dogs I cowards ! dastards ! — I would ne’er have fled. 
But that they left me midst my enemies. 

Reig. Salisbury is a desperate homicide ; 

He fighteth as one weary of his life. 

The other lords, like lions wanting food, 

Do rush upon us as their hungiy prey. 

Alen. Froissart^ a countryman of ours, records, 
England all Olivers and Rowlands bred 
During the time Edward the third did reign. 

More truly now may this be verified ; 

For none but Samsons, and Groliasses, 

It sendeth forth to skirmish. One to ten ! 
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Lean raw-bon’d rascals ! who would e’er suppose 
They had such courage and audacity ? 

ChoT* Let s leave this town i tbr they are hair" 
brain’d slaves, 

^d hunger will enforce them to be more eager : 

W old I know them ; rather with tiieir teeth 
The walls they ’ll tear down tlian forsake the siege. 

Mei^. 1 tliink, by some odd gimmers or device, 

Their arms are set like clocks, still to strike on ; 

Else ne er could they hold out so as they do. 

By my consent, we 11 even let them alone. 

Aim. Be it so. 


Enter the Bastaub of Orleans. 


E(zsf» IVhere s the prince dauphin? I have news 
for him. 


CW. Bastard of Orleans, thrice welcome to us. 
East. Methinks your looks are sad, your cheer® ap- 
pall’d ; ^ 

Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence? 

Be not dismay’d, for succour is at hand ; 

A holy maid hither with me I bring. 

Which, by a vision sent to her from h^ven. 

Ordained is to raise this tedious siege, 

j^d drive the English forth the boimds of France. 

The spirit of deep prophecy she hath, 

Exce^ing the nine sibyls of old Rome j 
What ’s past, and what 's to come, she can descry. 

shErll I cqlII her in? Believe my words* 

For they are certain and unfalUble. 

Char. Go, call her in : [Exit Bastard] But first, 
to try her skill, 

Relgnier, stand thou as dauphin in my place : 

Question her proudly, let thy looks be stem 
By this means shall we sound what skill sbe hath. 

f Reth'es, 


® Cheer — cotmtenance. 
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Enter La Pucelle, Bastard of Orleans, a^id 

others. 

Jteig. Fair maid, is ’t thou wilt do these wondrous 
feats? 

Puc. Beignier, is ’t thou that thinkest to beguile me i 
Where is the dauphin? — come, come from behind} 

I know thee well, though never seen before. 

Be not amaz’d, there ’s nothing hid from me : 

In private will I talk with thee apart ; — 

Stand back, you lords, and give us leave awhile. 

Reiff. She takes upon her bravely at first dash. 

Puc. Dauphin, I am by birth a shepherd’s daughter, 
My wit untrain’d in any kind of art 
Heaven, and our Lady gracious, hath it pleas’d 
To shine on my contemptible estate : 

Lo, whilst I waited on my tender lambs, 

And to sun’s parching heat display’d my cheeks, 

God’s mother deigned to appear to me } 

And, in a vision full of majesty, 

Will’d me to leave my base vocation, 

And free my country from calamity : 

Her aid she promis’d and assur’d success : 

In complete glory she reveal’d herself } 

And, whereas I was black and swart before. 

With those clear rays which she infus’d on me, 

That beauty am I bless’d with which you may see. 

Ask me what rpiestion thou canst possible, 

And I will answer unpremeditated ; 

My courage try by combat, if tliou dar’st, 

And thou shalt find that I exceed my sex. 

Resolve®- on this : Thou shalt be fortunate 
If thou receive me for thy warlike mate. 

Char. Thou hast aslonish’d me with thy high terms ; 
Only this proof I ’ll of thy valour make* — 

In single combat thou shalt buckle with me : 

* be firmly persuad»jd. 
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And if thou vanquishest thy words are tmej 
Otherwise I renounce all confidence. 

PiLO. I am prepar'd : here is rny heen-edg’d sword, 
Deck’d with fine ilower-de-luces on each side ; 

The which, at Touraine, in Saint Katharine's churct 
yard. 

Out of a great deal of old iron I chose forth. 

Char, Then come, o’ God’s name, 1 fear no womar 
Puc. And, while I live, I ‘11 ne'er fly from a man. 

[They Jight^ and La Ptjcelle omrcomefL 
Char, Stay, stay thy hands : thou art an Amazon, 
And tightest with the sword of Deborah. 

Tv£, Christ’s mother helps me, else I were too weak. 
Char. Whoe'er helps thee, ’t is thou that must heh 
me : 

Impatiently I bum with thy desire : 

My heart and hands thou hast at once subdued. 
Excellent Pucelle, if thy name be so, 

Let me thy servant, and not sovereign, be ; 

’T is the French ilauphin sueth to thee thus. 

Pm. I must not yield to any rites of love, 

For my profession ’s sacred from above : 

When I have chased all thy foes from hence, 

Then will I think upon a recompense. 

Char. Meantime, look gracious on tliy prostrate 
thrall. 

Reig. My lord, methinks, is very long in talk. 

Alen. Doubtless, he shrives this woman to her smock 5 
Else ne’er could he so long protract his speech. 

Reig. Shall we disturb him, since he keeps no mean ? 
Aden, He may mean more than we poor men do 
know : 

These_ women are shrewd tempters with their tongues. 

Reig. My lord, where are you? what devise you on ? 
Sliall we give over Orleans, or no ? 

P^'^ Why, no, 1 say, distrustful recreants! 

Fight till the last gasp ; I will be your guard. 
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KING HENRV VL-PART I. 


[Act I. 

1 Ward, \ With%n.'\ Who ’s there that knocks so im- 
periously ? 

1 Serv. It is the noble duke of Gloster. 

2 Ward. [ Within.'] Whoe’er he be, you may not be 

Xet ixi» 

1 Serv. Villains, answer you so the lord protector? 

1 Ward. [Within.] The Lord protect him ! so we 
answer him : 

We do no otheiwise than we are will’d. 

Glo. Who willed you? or whose will stands but 
mine? 

There ’s none protector of the realm but I, 

Break up the gates, I ’ll be your warrantize : 

Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill grooms ? 

Servants rmh at the Tower gates. Enter to the gates, 
WooDViLLE, zfAe Lieutenant. 

Wood. [Within.] What noise is this ? what traitors 
have we here? 

Gh. Lieutenant, is it you whose voice I hear? 

Open the gates ; here ’s Gloster that would enter. 

Wood. [Within,] Have patience, noble duke* I 
may not open ; * 

Tlie cardinal of Winchester forbids : 

From him I have express commandment, 

That thou, nor none of thine, shall be let in. 

Gh. Faint-heaited Woodville, prizest him Tore me? 
Arrogant Winchester? that haughty prelate, 

Whom Henry, our late sovereign, ne'er could brook? 
^hovL art no friend to God, or to the king : 

Open the gates, or I ’ll shut tiiee out shortly. 

1 Open the gates unto the lord protector ; 

Or we II burst them open, if that you come not quickly. 

Enter Wenchestbr, attended by a train of Servants 

m tawny coats. 

Win. How now, ambitious Humphrey? what means 
this? 
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Gh, Peel’d^ priest, dost thou comman/l me to be 
shut out ? 

Win. I do, thou most usurping proditor, 

And not protector of the king or realm. 

Glo. Stand back, thou manifest conspirator; 

Thou that contriv’dst to murder our dead lord ; 

Thou that giv’st whores indulgences to sin : 

1 ’ll canvass thee in thy bread cardinal’s hat, 

If thou proceed in this thy insolence. 

Win. Nay, stand thou back, I will not budge a foot ; 
This be Damascus, be thou cursed Cain, 

To slay thy brother Abel, if thou wilt.* ** ’ 

Glo. I will not slay thee, but I ’ll drive thee back : 
Thy scarlet robes, as a child’s bearing cloth 
I ’ll use, to cairy thee out of this place. 

Win. Do what thou dar’st ; I beard thee to thy face. 
Glo. What I am I dar’d, and bearded to my face ? — 
Draw, men, for all this privileged place; 

Blue-coats to tawny-coats. Priest, bewaie your beard • 
[Gloster his men attack the Bishop. 
I mean to tug it, and to cuff you soundly : 

Under my feet I stamp thy cardinal’s hat ; 

In spite of pope, or dignities of church, 

Here' by the cheeks I ’ll drag thee up and down. 

Win. Gloster, thou ’It answer tliis before the pope. 
Glo. Winchester goose I I cry— a rope 1 a rope ! 

Now beat them hence : Why do you let them stay ? 

Thee I ’ll chase hence, thou wolf in sheep’s array. — 

Out, taMmy-coats 1— out, scarlet hypocrite I 

Sere a great tumuli. In the midst of ity enter the 
Mayor (/London, and Officers. 

May. Fie, lords I that you, being supreme magistrates, 
Thus contumeliously should break the peace I 

* PeerdU-an allusion to the shaven crown of the priest. 

** The old travellers believed that Damascus was the of 
the first murder. 
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Glom Peace, mayor; £hou know*st little of my 
wrongs. 

Here ’s Beaufort, that regards nor God nor Icing, 

Hath liere distrain’d the Tower to his use. 

Win, Here ’s Gloster, too, a foe to citizens ; 

One that still motions war, and never peace, 
O’ercharging your free purses with large fines ; 

That seeks to overthrow religion, 

Because he is protector of the realm ; 

And would have armour here out of the Tower, 

To crown himself king, and suppress the prince. 

Glo. I will not answer thee with words, but blows. 

[Here they skirmish again. 
May. Nought rests for me, in this tumultuous strife, 
But to make open proclamation t — 

Come, officer, as loud as e’er thou car^t cry. 

Off. “ All manner of men, assembled here in arms 
this day, against God’s peace and the king’s, we charge 
and command you, in nis highness’ name, to repair to 
your several dwelling-places ; and not to wear, handle, 
or use, any sword, weapon, or dagger, henceforward, 
upon pain of death.” 

Glo. Cardinal, I ’ll be no breaker of the law : 

But we shall meet, and break our minds at large. 

Win. Gloster, weTl meet; to thy dear cost, be 
sure : 

Thy beart-blood I will have for this day’s work. 

May. I *11 call for clubs, if you will not away : — 
Tbis cardinal is more haughty than the devil. 

Glo, Mayor, ffirewell : tiiou dost but what thou 
mayst. 

Win. Abominable Gloster ! guard thy head ; 

For I intend to have it, ere long. [Exeunt. 

May. See the coast clear’d, and then we will 
depart.— 

Good God ! that nobles should such stomachs bear I 
I myself fight not once in forty year. [Exeunt 
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SCENE IV. — France. Before Orleans. 

Enter, on the walls, the Master-Grunner and his Son. 

Jkf. Gun. Sirrahj thou kaow’st how Orleans is 
besieg’d. 

And how the English have the suburbs won. 

Son. Father, I know ; and oft have shot at them, 
Howe’er, unfortunate, I miss’d my aim. 

M. Gun. But now thou shalt not. Be thou rul’d by 
me ; 

Chief master-gunner am I of this town ; 

Something I must do to procure me grace. 

The prince’s espials^ have informed me, 

How the English, in the suburbs close intrench’d, 
Wont, through a secret grate of iron bars 
In yonder tower, to overpeer the city ; 

And thence discover how, with most advantage, 

They may vex us, with shot, or with assault. 

To intercept this inconvenience, 

A piece of ordnance ’gainst it I have plac’d ; 

And fully even these three days have I watch’d 
If I could see them. Now, boy, do thou watch. 

For I can stay no longer. 

If thou spy’st any, iim and bring me word ; 

And thou shalt &id me at the governor’s. [^Ezit 

Son. Father, I warrant you ; lake you no care ; 

1 ’ll never trouble you if I may spy them. 

Enter, in an upper cliamh&r of a tower, the Lords 
Saxisbury and Talbot, Sir William Glans- 
DALE, Sir Thomas Gargrave, and others. 

Sal. Talbot, my life, my joy, again return’d ! 

How wert thou h^dled, being prisoner 1 
Or by what means gott’st thou to be releas’d 1 
Discourse, I prithe^ on this turret’s top. 

* E^iah — spi^ 
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[Act I, 


Tal^ Tiie duke of Bedford had a prisoner, 
jaile^ tBe brave lord Ponton de Santraillesj 
?or hi"^ -viras 1 exchang’d and ransomed. 

8ut wit.h a baser man of arms by far, 

Once, in contempt, they would have barter’d me ; 
VVhicbt I, distlaining, scorn’d ; and craved death, 
Rathen- than I would be so pird-esteem’d.®- 
In fine, redeem’d I was as I desir’d. 

But, O ! the treacherous Fastolfe wounds my heart ! 
Whom with my bare fists I would execute, 

If I now had him brought into my power. 

Yet tell'st thou not how thou wert entertain’d. 
With scoffs, and scorns, and contumelious 
taunts. 

In open market-place produc’d they me, 

To be a public spectacle to all : 

Here, said they, is the teiTor of the French, 

The scarecrow that affrights our children so. 

Then broke I from the officers that led me ; 

And with my nails digg’d stones out of the ground. 

To Imrl at the beholders of my shame. 

My gnrisly countenance made others fly ; 

None durst come near, for fear of sudden death. 

In iron walls they deem’d me not secure ; 

So gpreat fear of my name ’mongst them was spread, 
That they suppl’d I could rend bars of steel, 

And spurn in pieces posts of adamant : 

Whterefore a guard of chc^n shot I had. 

That jwalk’d about me every minute-while ; 

And df I did but stir out of my bed, 

Ready they were to shoot me to the heart. 

S^oErt. I grieve to hear what torments you endur’d , 
But we will be reveng’d sufficiently. 

Now it is supper-time in Orleans : 

Here, thorough this grate, I count each one, 

^ d~esteem*d. It has been suggested to ua that piPd ii 
from «Flocci, naud, nlhili, piU.” 



And view Ibe Fmirlitimi Ihw liifj 

I^t tw Im»k iii| file sight will iwidi deliglif fber* 

Sir ThimiM Ci<irgmr<s iwhI wr \\ ilihun 
X#pt roe have ytnir ex|iu upindh'*, 

\Thenr is fM*«f f<' in i • nui h.tffrt)* 

(xar, I think, at tint linifls gale; fur ilirte if 
liirtls. 

(7/iiit, Ati»i I, Iirrs*, at fhe hiilwiwk nfllti* hriilm 
T(fi. Fnr aiiglii I w'<% fhw rily iiroM 
Or with light wkintii'dr^ 

I Simijrum fkt* t»mh HaJm ttwi 
Sai* 0 I#nr«h Imu* merei *iii tii, wselel«H| iiittitw ! 


His litii tie rr li^air ^iiikhtg in thr llelil 
T<’t lh*>in y^.nlinliyry I f|u«ngh fliy *|ivrtt; 

Onrt vyp thiMt juv*l, Uif huik In hwiviti fiir gltlrf 

Tile Mill with t»n»' eye uifWHh all the 
lli’uvfti, h«’ tlmn gtiieiiiiw hi imiw iihve, 
It’Suli. ,lu»»y wiiiitj« tnetey at thv harol ! 


Sir rii‘«naft CiurtiMvr, tltiit miy 

Sfrak iirtto TalbNl | ii»y* IikpI »ii» hi liiitt, 
Sii.li*hyfy% clierf il»y Hjiirit ilib wiimferi ; 
Titim 4ti4t rinf ili#% mm 

n** tw** k»aiw v»4li liw liaroh will -ni/fh-'j <<n ms* ; 

A$ vrl» •IniiM ♦* Wli«i i 
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[Aer I. 


?lantagenet, I will ; and like thee, Nero^ 

Play on tlie lute, beholding the towns bum : 

S/Vretched shall France be only in my name. 

[Thunder heard; afterwards an alartmu 
Wbat stir is this ? What tumrdt ’s in the heavens ? 
Whtence eiwmeth this alarum, and the noise % 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, my lord, the French have gather’d 
head: 

The dauphin, with one Joan la Pucelle join’d, — 

A holy prophetess, new risen up, — 

Is come with a gieat power to raise the siege. 

[Sal, groans, 

Tal, Hear, hear, how dying Salisbury doth groan 1 
It irks his heart he cannot be reveng’d. — 

Frenchmen, I ’ll be a Salisbury to you : — 

Puceile or puzzel,® dolphin ca dogfish, 

Your hearts I ’ll stamp out with my horse’s heels. 

And make a quagmire of your mingled brains. 

Convey me Salisbury into his tent. 

And then we’ll try what these dastard Frenchmen 
dare. [Exeunty hearing end the hodiesm 

SCENE V . — The same. Before one of the Gates. 

Alarum. Skirmishings. Talbot pursueth the Dau- 
phin, and driveth him in; then enter Joan la 
Pucelle, driving Englishmen before her. Then 
mter Tax,bot. 

TaX. Where is my strength, my valour, and my force ? 
Our English troops retire, I cannot stay them ; 

A woman, clad in armour, chasetli them. 

Enter La Pucelle. 

Here, here she comes : — I ’ll have a bout with thee j 

Fitzxel — a dirty drab. 
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or (l^viKs diiiftj, 1 'll roojnro 
Blooii will I (Iriiw nn llton mit*. wilrh,*» 

And «twyK"hfway giro <l>,v «nil fo him fhuti norv'^f. 

roitio, "t i» oidy I that mii^l <li««^raoi» 

flH'O. i Thnf^fi*jhL 

T(d» Hfavrri*, fan you suitor hoi I no to f'rrrait I 
My liwwf I ’ll howl wilfj stmiiiiijg of my ronoigOi 
And ftmti my ihouhIfir« rnirk my firm«i it*>iimh*r# 

But I will oluwfiso fliis 

Ptm. Tiding* forowoll ; fhy hmr is not yH rtm** i 
I must go viotmd Orlriitw forfhwifli* 

O'orfalcr mr* if thou rm»t ; I nmm thy ntwngtli. 

00 * go* otw*r «|t thy liioo'-i-rodim^'d m«i ; 

Salidmry to imikr hU i 

Thii day *» ottrs* m iniiify mom shall Iw*. 

|Ptfc'KOWi fkf vifk Kold'f?*# 

7>tf» My thoughts aro wlddod Ido a |H»f?or s whirl i 
I know not whom I iim* torf what I <Ui 
A witrh* l>v four* not fo'i'o, iiko 
Drivot hiM’H oor fos*|W, niul oomfom m «lw lists : 

lMa*« with stookr, iMul <lovo4 widi noisoim* sfmrin 
Aro from fhotr Idvot jmd hoo*«’« driuii awity. 

Tliry mird mt, for our iinortw^i. Kiighdi dog^ ; 

Now, liktfto wi»fl|«, Wf rr^iitg rmt away. 

[ ‘I f itfHmmn 

Hark* romiffyimpii ! fithrr wmw flm llghh 
Or tear ihit Ihliis out of Koglamrs r««it ; 

Etfimirtf.i! ytinr noil* giw shmi* in hmw' »im*l ; 

Hlwp run not Imlf {imomos front llw wolf, 

Or Itiww, or o*f*m from tlm 

Ai yott iy from y«'ot' <*0 '.ohgto*i A u.*'® 

I dkmm, Amiihfif 

* Tt»« I*#!!*? wis* iliil fo gf»w Muol a 

wlUih w,i« ti itrf 

h An #*Unait*U t*» H^tOnOuga fMiM l» W 

flaini Iiglnw4 tlw Imfiwi of f»i«i» 
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[Act I. 


It will not be ; — ^Retire into your trendies : 

You all consented unto Salisbury’s death, 

For none would strike a stroke in his revenge. — 
Pucelle is enter’d into Orleans, 

In spite of us, or aught that we could do. 

O, would I were to die with Salisbury I 
The shame hereof will make me hide my head I 
[Akcrum. Betreaf. Exmni Tal. his Forces^ 

SCENE same. 

Enters on the walls, Pucelle, Charles, Reignier, 
iljLEisrgON, and Soldiers. 

Pwc. Advance our waving colours on the walls ; 
Rescued is Orleans from the English wolves : — 

Thus Joan la Pucelle hath perform'd her word. 

Char, Divinest creature, bright Astraea’s daughter. 
How shall I honour thee fox this success $ 

Thy promises are like Adonis’ gardens. 

That one day bloom’d, and fruitful were the next. — 
France, triumph in thy glorious prophetess ! — 
Recover’d is the town of Orleans ; 

More blessed hap did ne’er befall our state. 

Reig, Why ring not out the bells aloud throughout 
the town ? 

Dauphin, command the citizens make bonfires, 

And feast and banq[uet in the open streets, 

To celebrate the joy that God hath given us. 

Alen. All France will be replete with mirth and 

joy> 

When they shall hear how' we have play’d the men. 

Char. ’T is Joan, not we, by whom the day is won ; 
For which, I will divide my crown with her : 

And all the priests and friars in my realm 
Shall, in procession, sing her endless praise. 

A statelier pyramis to her I ’ll rear. 
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Than EhotInixsX w M^nstiphin’,** evw was : 

In niemnry 4»f Ikt, wlH»n slip is dead, 

Her unhes in an tins wore iirecinsm ^ 

Thais the riaii jinvidlM enff(»r of Ihirins, 

Transpnrfetl shall he at high f«*«tivali 
Bt'lhre tla" hingi and ofFmaw, 

No longer on Saint Jh’nnis will we ofy, 

But Joan la Pttfelle shall he Francos saint, 

Oonse in ; and let m haiH|net royally^ 

Alh‘r this gohleii ilay of vndory, [ I’krunL 

W« iltottlil prolwihly rewl, 

** Ilufctt IilKKlojwt*i|, #/ Memphis*” 
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[Act II- 


ACT II. 

SCENE I.— Orleans. 

Enter to the gatesj a Frencli Sergeant^ and Two 

Sfflatinels. 

Serg, Sirs, take your places, and be vigilant : 

If any noise, or soldier, you perceive 
Near to the walls, by some apparent sign 
Let us have knowledge at the court of guard. 

1 Sent Sergeant, you shall. [Exit Sergeant.] Thus 
are poor servitors 

(When others sleep upon their quiet beds) 

Constrain’d to watch in darkness, rain, and cold. 

Enter Talbot, BBnvonn, BuB-GUNny, <md ForceSf 
with scaZmg ladders; IhMr ^rWM heating a dead 
march, 

TaL Lord regent, and redoubted Bm^pndy,— 

By whose approach, the regions of Artois, 

Walloon, and Pica^y, are friends to us, — 

This happy night the Frenchnaen are secure, 

B[aving all day carous’d and banqueted : 

Embrace we then this opportunity ; 

As fitting best to quittance their deceit, 

Contriv’d by art and baleful sorcery. 

Eed. Coward of France ! — ^how much he wrongs his 
fame, 

Bespairing of his own arm’s fortitude, 

To join with witches, and the help of hell I 
Bwr, Traitors have never other company. 

But what ’s that Pucelle, whom they term so pure ? 
ThZ. A maid, they say. 

EedL, A maid ! and be so martial 1 
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But, Pray God she prove not masculine ere long ; 
If undemeadi the standard of the French, 

She carry armour, as she hath begun. 

Tal. Well, let them practise and converse wit 
spirits : 

God is our fortress ; in whose conquering name 
Let us resolve to scale their flinty bulwarks. 

Bed, Ascend, brave Talbot; we will follow thee. 
Tal, Not all together : better far, I guess, 

Tnat we do make our entrance several ways ; 

That if it chance the one of us do fail, 

The other yet may rise against their force. 

Bed, Agreed ; I ’ll to yon comer. 

But, And I to this. 

Tal. And here will Talbot mount, or make h 
grave. 

Now, Salisbury ! for thee, and for the right 
Of English Henry, shall this night appear 
How much in duty I am bound to both. 

[The English scale the walls, crying St. George 
A Talbot I and all enter hy the Town. 

Sent. [WithinS\ Arm, arm I the enemy doth mals 
assault 1 

The French leap o'o&r the walls in their shirts. Ente^ 
several ways, Bastard, Ax.ENgON, Reignier, hat 
ready, and half unready. 

Men. How now, my lords? what, all unready* sol 
Bast. Unready ? ay, and glad we ’scap’d so well. 
jKeiy. ’T was time, I trow, to wake and leave ot 
beds, 

Hearing alamms at our chamber doors. 

Alen, Of all exploits, since first I follow’d arms. 
Ne’er heard I of a warlike enterprise 
More venturous or desperate than this. 

Bast, I think this Talbot be a fiend of hell. 

* Unready — undressed. 
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Rdg* If not of hell, the heavens sure fiivour him. 
Aim. Here cometh Charles; I marvel how he 
sped. 

J^ier Charles and La Pugelle. 

Bast. Tut I holy Joan was Hs defensive guard. 
Char. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful danje I 
Didst thou at first, to jdato us withal, 

Mahe us partakers of a little gain. 

That now our loss might be times so much? 

Ptcc. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his friend I 
At all times will you hare my power alike ? 

Sleeping, or waking, must I still prevail, 

Or will you blame and lay the fault on me ? 
Improvident soldiers I had your watch been good, 

This sudden mischief never could have fall’n. 

Chm. Duke of Alen^on, this was your d^ault ; 

That, being captain of the watch to-night, 

Did look no better to that weighty charge, 

Alen. Had all your quarters been as safely kept 
As that Ti^esreof I had the government, 

We had not beei thus shamefully surpris’d. 

Bast. Mine was secure. 

Beig. And so was mine, nay lord. 

Char. And, for myself, most part of all this night, 
Within her quarter, and mine own precinct^ 

I was employ’d in passing to and fro, 

About relieving of the sentinels : 

Then how, or which way, should they first break ini 
FiiC. Question, my lords, no further of the case, 
How, GP which way ; ’tis sure;, they found some place 
But weakly guarded, where the breach was made. 

And now ^ere rests no other shift but thi^ — 

To gather our soldiers, scatter’d and dispmM, 

And lay new platforms® to endamage them* 


* Plaifi/ms — plans. 
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EfUcr m Ktigllih M4irr, A TaIIjcNI I 
A TaMwl I ftmin^ 0mr r/«f/ir« hkiwi, 

Sold, I II It^' wl»l llifi* Imivi» Iftt* 

Ylw cry of T&ltot twvfs m# for t swor*! ; 

For I Imw kmdro mo wiili miiny »|iiiil#, 

tiding ao otirtr w«|M*n but iiw tiaair* | /’,# it 

SCKMK IL— Orlmas. IWiiii Toim. 

Mniv Ta^boTi BKarrniiii Bojwtwttir^ « C?4|itoi«, 

and ellffi, 

B^d, Th# iky liftgiiM to IweI, iii4 niitil It fi«l| 
Wltt)w m«tit of«r-f«ird iw «wlk 
U< •ro siMinil n^trfAt, mwl ««•« Ottf tiot |«iriitit* 

[ /Wfful ffiiifiiiW, 

TuL Briag forlli tit# IwmIj of olti 8All»f«iiy ; 

And Iwf aclfonf# if in fl*c iitisrk#f«|ilaf*»»i 
Tilt miiUtlit mifw id llii« rnrvd town. 

Now httvt I |»iil my vow tmto Itii »otiI ; 

For rwy ilw|i of hlooti wa« dfowii from lt>m, 

Tbfrthjitti at Ifiwl <ivi» Fn*oobm«*ri i*»'i*iilfif, 

Awl, fmt liwi»f!rr way Iwliold 
WImI mill l«|ipio*d m of liim, 

Wittillfi tlwir chitffit trm|#k I II twrl 
A fowb, wtiwf ill nil ilial! lit kilrrr*tl j 
tl|x» m wliifJn tliii tf wy mm ni^y rMil, 

Sim! I fei wgrtf *4 tlw iwsk tif Clrliwi i 

Tlii traidimtn m.mur'i of fill tiiPilitifiil ilralU* 

And what a imnr h»» Uvl liwn fo IVifio#, 

Bntp l«*il4 In til mif tiloocly itiawrff, 

I nmiwi w< in«'t not with kt tkti|4tiii*i |mc#. 

Ilia iti‘W“Ci»iy vliampifiji* SmM #f Aw# 

Nor any o* hiit f'onfwki .ifi'j. 

Bod *Tii looi 'ratbof* wbrn 

HoujUiM «fi k* amhkn ff**w tl«-ir ilnrai^ty k^k* 

Tbty (ltd, 4nK>nj,:%t tho tftsoj.'si tif arm*^ii m#*n» 
iHT tii» wail'^ dtf f«'fojfr in flw (kid* 
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JBwr. Myself (as fear as I could well discenii 
For smoke, and dusky vapours of the night) 

Am sure I scar’d the dauphin, and his trull ; 

When arm in arm they both came swiftly running, - 
Like to a pair of loving turtle-doves,^ 

That could not live asunder day or night. 

After that things are set in order here, 

We ’ll follow Siem with all die power we have. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mess. All hail, my lords I which of this princely train 
Call ye the warlike Talbot, for his acts 
So much applauded through the realm of France ? 

TaL Here is the Talbot ; who would speak with him I 
Mess. The virtuous lady, countess of Auvergne, 

With modesty admiring thy renown. 

By me entreats, great lord, thou woiildst vouchsafe 
To visit her poor castle where she lies ; * 

That she may Ixiast she hath behdd the man 
Whose glory fills the world with loud report. 

Bur. Is it even sol Nay, then, I see our wars 
Will turn unto a peaceful comic sport. 

When ladies crave to he fflicounter’d with. 

Tou may not, my lord, despise her gentle suit. 

TaL Ne’er trust me then ; for, when a world of men 
Could not prevail with all their oratory. 

Yet hath a woman’s kindness over-rul’d : 

And therefore tell her, I return great thanks j 
And in submission will attend on her. 

Will not your honours bear me company I 
Bed. No, truly ; it is more than man n ers will ; 

And I have heard it said, — ^Unbidden guests 
Are often welcomest when they are gone. 

lal. Well, then, alone (since there ’s no lemedyl 
I mean to prove this lady’s courtesy. 

* Xifij— dwells. 
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KING HENRY VI.— PART 1. 


[Act II, 


I ’H sort some other time to visit you. 

Count, What means he now ? — Go ask him whilhor 
he goes. 

Mess, Stay, my lord Talbot; for my lady craves 
To know the cause <5if voiir abrupt departure. 

TaZ, Map7, for that she ’s in a wrong belief, 

I go to certify her Talbot ’s here. 


Jie-enter Porter, with J^eys. 

Count. If thou be he, then art thou prisoner, 

Tal. Prisoner! to whom? 

bloodthirsty lord ; 

And for that causa I trail’d thee to tay house. 

Long time thy shadow hath been thrall to me. 

For in my gallery thy picture hangs : 

But now thy substance shall endure the like; 

^^d I will chain these legs and arms of thine, 

That hast by tyranny, these many years, 

Wasted our country, slain our citizens, 

And sent <mr sons and husbands captivate, 

Tal, Ha, ha, ha ! 

CoutU. Laughest thou, wretch? thy mirth shall turn 
I to moan. 


TaX. I laugh to see your ladyship so fond, 

^ think that you have aught but Talbot’s shadow, 
W hereon to practise your severity. 

Count, Why, art not thou the man? 

, rm. 1. -r ^ indeed. 

Count. Thor have I substance too. 

TaZ. JNFo, no, I am but shadow of myself ; 

You axe deceiv’d, _my substance is not here; 
r or what you see is but the smallest part 
^d least proportion of humanity ; 

I tell you, madam, were the whole frame here, 

« is of such a spacious lofty pitch, 

Yom roof were not sutBcient to contain it. 

Count. This is a riddling merchant for the nonce ; 
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BcsNE IV .3 KING IIENRY VI.-PART L 

He will be here, and yet be is not here : 

How can these contrarieties agree 9 
Tal. That will I show* you presently, 

He winds a hom. Drums heard; then a Peal of 
Ordnance. The Gates being forced, enter Soldiers, 

How say you, madam ? are you now persuaded 
That Talbot is but shadow of himself f 
These are bis substance, sinews, arms, and strength, 
With which he yoketh your rebellious necks ; 

Razeth your cities, and subverts your towns, 

And in a moment makes them desolate. 

CmmL Victorious Talbot 1 pardon my abuse : 

I find thou art no less than fame hatb bruited. 

And more than may be gather’d by thy shape. 

Let my presumption not provoke thy wrath ; 

For I am sorry, that with reverence 
I did not entertain thee as thou art. 

Tal. Be not dismay’d, fair lady j nor misconster 
The mind of Talbot, as you did mistake 
The outward composition of his body. 

What you have done hath not offended me : 

Nor other satisfaction do I crave, 

But only (with your patience) that we may 
Taste of your wine, and see what cates you have ; 

For soldiers’ stomachs always serve them well. 

CounL With all my heart ; and think me honoured 
To feast so great a warrior in my house. ‘ \Exewnt. 

SCENE IV. — London. The Temple Garden. 

Enter The Earls of Somerset, Suffolk, cmd War- 
* WICK ; EicjaABD Plant agenet, Vernon, amd cm- 
cither Lawyer. 

Plan* Great lords, and gaifilem«D, what means this 
silence? ' 

Dare no man answer in a case of truffil 
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[Act n 


Suf. Witlam tike Temple hall we were too loud ; 
Tlie gaxdm here is more convenient 

JPlcm. Tnien say at once. If I maintain the truth j 
Or, else, was wrangling Somerset in the error ? 

Suf, ’Faith, I have been a truant in the law ; 

And never yet could fraroe my will to it ; 

And, therefore, frame the law unto my will. 

Som, Judge you, my lord of Warwick, then be- 
tween us. 

War, Between two hawks, which flies the higher pitchj 
Between two dogs, which hath the deeper mouth, 
Between two blades, which bears the better temper. 
Between two horses, which doth bear him best, 

Between two girls, which hath the merriest eye, 

I have, perhaps, some shallow spirit of judgment ; 

But in mese nice sharp quillets of the law, 

Good faith, I am no wiser than a daw. 

Phm. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance . 

The truth appears so nalced on my side, 

That any purblind eye may find it out. 

Som, And on my side it is so well apparell’d, 

So clear, so shining, and so evident^ 

That it will glimmer through a blind man’s eye. 

Plan, Since you are tongue-tied, and so loth to 
speak, 

In dumb significants proclaim your thoughts : 

Let him. that is a tnie^m gentleman, 

And stands upon the honour of his birth, 

If he suppose that I have pleaded truth. 

From ofi* this brier pluck a white rose with me. 

Som, Let him that is no coward, nor no flatterer, 

But dare maiutain the party of the truth, 

Pluck a red rose from off this thorn with me. 

War, I love no colours ; and, without all colour 
Of base insinuating flattery, 

I pluck this white rose, with Plantagenet. 

« Colows— ‘here used ambiguously for deceits. 
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Suf, I pluck this red rose, with young Somerset ; 
And say withal, I think he held the right. 

Fhr. Stay, lords and gentlemen; and pluck no 
more. 

Till you conclude — ^that he upon whose side 
The fewest roses are cropp’d from the tree. 

Shall yield the other in the right opinion. 

Som. Good master Vernon, it is well objected 
If I have fewest I subscribe in silence. 

Plan. And I. 

Ver. Then, for the tmth and plainness of the cas^ 

I pluck this pale and maiden blossom hesr^ 

Giving my verdict on the white rose side. 

Som, Prick not your fi^ex as you pluck it oflT; 

Test, bleeding, you do paint the white rose red. 

And fall on my side so against your will. 

Ver. If I, my lord, for my opinion bleed. 

Opinion shall be surgeon to my hurt, 

And keep me on the side where still I am. 

Som. Well, well, come on ; Who else! 

Law. Unless my study and my books be false, 

The argument you held was wrong in you ; [To Sqm. 
In sign whereof, I pluck a white rose too. 

Plan. Now, Somerset, where is your argument! 

Som. Here, in my scabbard ; meditating that 
Shall die your white rose in a bloody red. 

Plan. Meantime, your cheeks do counterfeit our 
roses; 

For pale they look with fear, as witnessing 
The tmth on our side. 

Som. No, Plantagenet, 

*T is not for fear, but anger, — that thy cheeks 
Blush for pure shame, to counterfeit our roses ; 

And yet my tongue will not confess thy error.* 

* Directed. The word is not here used in the oidinaxy seme 
of opposed, but in its less common meaning of 
ffested. 
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[Act II - 


Plan, Hath not'^thy rose a canher, Somerset I 
Som. Hath not thy rose a thorn, Plantagenet V 
Plan, Ay, sharp and piercing, to maintain his truth ; 
Whiles thy consuming canker eats his falsehood. 

Som. Well, I ’ll find friends to wear my bleeding 
roses, 

Tliat shall maintain what I have said is tm^ 

Where false Plantagenet dare not be seen. 

Plan, !Now, by this maiden blossom in my hand, 

I scorn thee and thy fashion, peevish boy- 

Suf. Turn not thy scorns this way, Plantagenet. 
Plan, Proud Poole, I will ; and scorn both him and 
thee. 

Suf, I ’ll turn my part thereof into thy throat. 

Som, Away, away, good William De-la-Poole 1 
We grace the yeoman by conversing with him. 

War. Now, by Gud’s will, thou wrong’st him, So- 
merset ; 

His grand&ther was Lionel duke of Clarence, 

Third son to the third Edward king of England ; 

Spring crestless yeomen from so deep a root ? 

Plan. He bears him on the place’s privilege, 

Or durst not, for his craven heart, say thus. 

Som, By Him that made me, I ’ll maintain my words 
On any plot of ground in Christendom : 

Was not thy fa&er, Richard, earl of Cambridge, 

For treason executed in our late king’s days ? 

And, by his treason, stand’st not thou attainted, 
Gorrapted, and exempt® from ancient gentry ? 

His trespass yet lives guilty in thy blood ; 

And, till thou be restor’d, thou ait a yeoman. 

Plan. My father was attached, not attainted ; 
Condemn’d to die for treason, but no traitor ; 

And that X ’U prove on better men than Somerset, 

Were growing time once ripp’d to my will. 

Few your parhiker ^ Poole, and you yoursdl^, 

® Mxeapt — excluded. Tj Pariafter— -coufederate. 
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I ’ll note you in my book of memory, 

To scourge you for this apprehension 

Iiook to it well ; and say you are well warn’d. 

Som, Ay, tliou shalt find us ready for thee still : 
And know us, by these colours, for thy foes ; 

For these my friends, in spite of thee, shall wear. 

Plan. And, by my soul, this pale and angry rose, 
As cognizance ^ of my blood-drinking hate. 

Will I for ever, and my faction, wear; 

Until it wither with me to my grave, 

Or flourish to the height of my degree. 

Suf. Go forward, and be chok’d with thy ambition I 
And so farewell, until I meet thee next. [Exit 

Som. Have with thee, Poole. — Farewell, ambitious 
Richard. [Exit. 

Plan. How I am brav’d, and must perforce endure it ! 
JVar. This blot, that they object against your house, 
Shall be wip’d out in the next parliament, 

Call’d for the truce of Winchester and Gloster : 

And, if thou be not then created York, 

I will not live to be accounted Warwick. 

Meantime, in signal of my love to thee, 

Against proud Someiset and William Poole, 

Will I upon thy pai*ty wear this rose : 

And here I prophesy, — This brawl to-day. 

Grown to this faction, in the Temple garden, 

Shall send, between the red rose and the white, 

A thousand souls to death and deadly night. 

Plan. Good master Vernon, I am bound to you, 
That you on my behalf would pluck a flower. 

Ver. In your behalf still will I wear tlie same. 

Law. And so will I. 

Plan. Thanks, gentle sir. 

Come, let us four to dinner : I dare say 

This quanel will drink blood another day* [Exetmt. 

^ opinion. ^ Cogr^z(W}e-^hMi$&‘' 
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SCENE V. — 7%e 8ame> A Room in the Tower. 

Enter Mortimer, hrought in a chair by Two 

Keepers. 

Mor. Kind keepers of my weak decaying age, 

Let dying Mortimer here rest himself. 

Even like a man new haled from the rack, 

So fare my limbs with long imprisonment : 

And these grey locks, the pursuivants of death, 
Nestor-like aged, in an age of care, 

Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer. 

These eyes, like lamps whose wasting oil is spent, 
Wax dim, as drawing to their exigent ; “ 

Weak shoulders, overborne with burth’ning grief; 

And pithless arms, like to a wither’d vine 
That droops his sapless branches to the ground : 

Yet axe th^ feet, whose strengthless stay is numb, 
Unable to supp(Rt this lump of clay, 

Swift-winged with desire to get a grave, 

As witting I no other comfort have. 

But tell m^ keeper, will my nephew come ? 

I Richard Plantagenet, my lord, will come j 
We sent unto the Temple, to his chamber ; 

And answer was return’d, that he will come. 

Mcr, l^iough; my soul shall then be satisfied. 

PoOT gentleman I his wrong doth eq[ual mine. 

Since Henry Monmouth first began to reign, 

(Before whose gbry I was great in arms,) 

This loatbsome sequestration have I had ; 

Aod evm since then hath Richard been obscur’d. 
Depriv’d of honour and inheritance ; 

But now, the arbitrator despairs, 

JTu^ death, kind umpire of men’s miseries, 

W"ith. swert enlargement doth dismiss me hence s 
I would his troubles likewise ^rere expir’d. 

That so he might recover what was lost 

» Reiymt— end. 
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JEnter Richaud Plantagenet. 

1 My lord, your loving nephew novv' is come. 

Mor* Richard Plantagenet, my friend? Is he come? 

Plan. Ay, noble uncle, thus ignobly us’d, 

Your nephew, late-despised Richard, comes. 

Mor. Direct mine arms, I may embrace his neck, 
And in his bosom spend my latter gasp : 

0, tell me, when my lips do touch his cheeks, 

That I may kindly give one fainting kiss. , 

And now declare, sweet stem from York’s great stock, 
Why didst tliou say — of late thou wert despis’d ? 

Plan. First, lean thine aged back against mine arm, 
And, in that ease, 1 11 tell thee my dSsease.*^ 

This day, in argument upon a case, 

Some words there grew ’twixt Somerset and me ; 
Among which terms, he us’d his lavish tongue^ 

And did upbraid me with my father’s death ; 

Which obloquy set bars before my tongue. 

Else with the like I had requited him : 

Therefore, good uncle, — for my father’s sake. 

In honour of a true Plantagenet, 

And for alliance’ sake, — declare the cause 
My father, earl of Cambridge, lost his head. 

Mor. That cause, fair nephew,'* that imprison’d me, 
And hath detain’d me, all my flow’iing youth. 

Within a loathsome dungeon, there to pine, 

Was cursed instrument of his decease. 

Plan. Discover more at large what cause that was j 
For I am ignorant, and cannot guess. 

Mhn I will ; if that my fading breath permit, 

And death approach nor ere my tale be done. 

Henry the fourth, grandfather to this king, 

Depos’d his nephew Richard, — ^Edward’s son, 

The first-begotten,' and the lawful heir 

» jDweasfi--mieasine88—unease. 

^ putgeaeraUy for a relative— the Latin nep&t. 

VOL. VI. Ti 
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[Act II. 


Of Edward ting, tiie third of that descent : 

X)uring whose reign, the Percies^ of the north, 

Einding his usurpation most unjust, 

Endeavour'd my advancement to the throne : 

The reason mov'd these warlike lords to this, ^ 
Was— for that (young king Richard thus remov d, 
Leaving no heir begotten of his body) 

I was the next hy birth ^d parentage ; 

Ebr by my mother I derived am 
From Lionel duke of Clarence, the third son 
To king Edward the third, whereas he 
From John of Gaunt doth bring his pedigree, 

Being but fourth of that heroic line. 

But mark; as, in this haughty great attempt, 

They laboured to plant the rightful heir, 

I lost my liberty, and they their lives. 

XiOng after this, when Henry the fifth. 

Succeeding his father Bolingbroke, did reig^i, 

Thy felher, earl of Cambridge, then deriv’d 
From famous Edmund Langley, duke of York, 
Marryuig my sister, that ihy mother was, 

Again, in pity of my h^d distress, 

Levied an army ; weening to redeem, 
r And have install’d me in the diadem : 

But, as the rest, so fell that noble earl, 

And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 

In whom the title rested, were suppress’d. ^ 

Plaru Of which, my lord, your honour is the last. 

I Jfor. True ; and thou seest that I no issue have ; 
And that my fainting words do wanant death ; 

Thou art my heir; the rest, I wish thee gather; 

And yet be wary in thy studious care. 

Plmu Thy grave admonishments prevail with me ; 
But yet, methinks, my father s execution 
Was nothing less than bloody tyranny. 

' Mor, With silence, nephew, be thou politic ; 
Strong-fixed is the house of Lancaster, 
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And, like a mountain, not to be remov’d. 

But now thy uncle is removing hence 5 
As princes do their courts, when they are cloy’d 
With long continuance in a settled place. 

Pto. 0, uncl^ would some part of my young years 
Might but redeem the passage of your age I 
Mor, Thou dost then wrong me ; as the slaughterer 
doth. 

Which giveth many wounds when one will kilL 
Mourn not, except thou soirow for my good : 

Only, give order for my funeral ; 

And so farewell ; and fair be all thy hopes ! 

And prosperous be thy Ihfe, in peace, and war ! [Dies. 

Plan, And peace, no war, befall thy parting soul 1 ’ 
In prison hast thou spent a pilgrimage. 

And like a hermit overpass’d thy days. 

Well, I will lock his counsel in my breast j 
And what I do imagine, let that rest 
Keepers, convey him hence : and I myself 
Will see his burial better than his life. 

[Exeunt Keepers, hearing out Mojitimbr 
Here 'dies the dusky toich of Mortimer, 

Chok’d with ambition of the meaner sort : 

And, for those wrongs, those bitter injuries. 

Which Somerset hath offer’d to my house, 

I doubt not but with honour to redress : 

And therefore haste I to the parliament ; 

Either to be restored to my mood, 

Or make my ill* the advantage of my good, [EaM, 

a Pi— ill usage. 
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[Act hi. 


ACT IIL 

SCENE 1. — ^London. TTie Parliament-House. 

Flourish, Enter King Henry, Exeter, Gloster, 
Warwick, Somerset, and Suffolk ; the Bishop 
OF Winchester, Richard Plantagenet, and 
others, Gloster offers to put up a hill ; W in- 
chester snatches it, and tears it. 

Win. Com’st thou with deep premeditated lines, 
Willi written pamphlets studiously devis’d, 

Humphrey of Gloster ? if thou canst accuse, 

Or au^t intend’st to lay unto my charge, 
ibo it without invention suddenly ; 

As I wife sudden and extemporal speech 
to answer what thou canst object. 

Gfo. Pcesumptuous priest I this place commands my 
patience, 

Ot tiion sfiouldst find feou hast dishonour’d me. 

TMnk not, although in writing I preferr’d 
The manner of thy vile outrageous crimes, 

That fherefere I have forg’d, or am not able 
ATcdbatim to rehearse the method of my pen : 

prelate; such is thy audacious wickednesi^ 
tty lewd, pestiferous, and dissentious pranks. 

As v®y infcits prattle of thy pride, 
ttou art a most pernicious usurer; 

!Fmward fay nature, enemy to p^ce ; 

Lascivious^ wanton, more than well beseems 
A man of fey profession and degree ; 

And for thy treachery, what ’s more manifest? 

In feat thon laid’st a trap to take my life. 

As well at London bridge, as at fee Tower ? 

I fear me^ if thy thoughts were sifted. 
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The kings thy sovereign, is not quite exempt 
From envious malice of thy swelling heart 

Win. Gloster, I do defy thee. Lords, vouclisafe 
To give me hearing what I shall reply. 

If I were covetous, ambitious, or pervers^ 

As he will have me, how am I so poor? 

Or how haps it I seek not to advance 
Or raise myself, but keep my wonted calling ? 

And for dissention, who preferreth peace 
More than I do, — except I be provok’d ? 

JNfo, my good lords, it is not that offends ; 

It is not that that hath incens’d tlie duke ; 

It is, because no one should sway but he ; 

No one but he should be about the king; 

And that engenders thimder in his breast. 

And makes him roar these accusations forth. 

But he shall know, I am as good 

Glo. As good ? 

Thou bastard of my grandfather ! — 

Wzn. Ay, lordly sir : For what are you, I pray, 
But one imperious in another’s throne ? 

Glo. Am I not protector, saucy priest ? 

Wifz. And am I not a prelate of the church ? 

Glo. Yes, as an outlaw in a castle keeps, 

And useth it to patronage his theft. 

Win. Unreverent Gloster ! 

Glo. Thou art reverenf, 

Touching thy spiritual function, not thy life. 

Win. Rome shall remedy this. 

War. Roam thither then. 

Som. My lord, it were your duty to forbear. 

War. Ay, see the bishop be not overborne. 

Som. Methinks, my lord should be religious, 

And know the office that belongs to such. 

War^ Methinks his lordship should be humbler ; 
It fitteth not a prelate so to plead. 

5om» Yes, when his holy state is touch’d so near. 
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TTar. State holy, os: uaKallow’d, what of that f 
Is not his grace protector to the king ? 

Plantagenetj I see, must hold his tongue 9 
Lest it be said, “ Speak, sinuh, when you should ; 

Must your bold venlict enter talk with lords ? ” 

Else would I have a fling at Winchester. [Aside 
IL Sen. Uncles of Gloster, and of Wincliester, 

The special watchmen of our English weal, 

I would prevail, if prayers might prevail, 

To join your hearts in love and amity. 

O, what a scandal is it to our crown, 

That two such noble peers as ye should jar 1 
Bdieve me, lords, my tender years can tell, 

Civil dissention is a viperous worm 

That gnaw the bowels of the commonwealth. — 

' noi^ w&lMtt, I Sown with the tawnv-coctts ! ’’ 

What ’s fliikl 

Wkt^ An uproar, I dare warrant, 

1 Begim 1 lnou|^ maHce of the bi^op> 

^ [Amkec^dim; ^ BtomsT 

Enter the Mayor o/* London, amended. 

May, 0, my gold lords, — ^and virtuous Henry, — 
Pity the city of London, pity us 1 
The bishop and the duke of Gloster’s men, 

Forbidden late to carry any weapon. 

Have fiird their pockets full of pebble-stones j ' ' 

And banding themselves in contrary parts, 

Ho pelt so at one another’s pate, 

That inany have their”giddy brains knock’d out : 

Our windows are broke down in every street^ 

And w^ for fear, compdd’d to shut our shops. 

Entety the Metamersof Olosteb and 

WiKCHKSTjEJB, with bloody pastes, 

K, Men, We charge you, on alliance to ouxsel^ 
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To hold your slaughtering hands^ and keep the peace. 
Tray, uncle Gloster, mitigate this strife. 

1 Serv. Nay, if we be forbidden stones, we ’ll fall to 
it with our teeth. 

3 Sei'p. Bo what ye dare, we are as resolute. 

[^Skirmish again. 

Glo. You of my household, leave this peevish broil, 
And set this unaccustom’d fight aside. 

3 Serv. My lord, we know your grace to be a man 
Just and upright; and, for your royal birth. 

Inferior to none but to his majesty : 

And ere that we will suffer such a prince, 

So kind a father of the commonweal, 

To be disgraced by an inkhom mate, 

'We, and our wives, and children, all will fight. 

And have our bodies slaughter’d by thy foes. 

1 Serv. Ay, and the very parings of our nails 
Shall pitch a field, when we are dead. \_SMrmish again. 

Glo.. Stay, stay, I say I 

And, if you love me, as you say you do, 

Tet me persuade you to forbear a while. 

K. Hen. O, how this discord doth afflict my soul ! 
Can you, my lord of Winchester, behold 
My sighs and- tears, and will not once relent ? 

Who should be pitiful, if you be not? 

Or who should study to prefer a peace, 

If holy churchmen take delight in broils ? 

Waar. Yield, my lord protector; — yield, Winchester j—* 
Except you mean, with obstinate repulse, 

To day your sovereign, and destroy the realm. 

You see what mischief, and wliat murther too. 

Hath been enacted through your enmity ; 

Then be at peace, except ye thirst for blood. 

' Win. He shall submit, or I will never yield. 

Glo. Compassion on the king commands me stXKp^ ; 
Or I would see his heart out ere the priest 
Should ever get that privilege of ma 
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• War, Behold, my lord of Winchester, the duke 
Hath banish’d moody discontented fury, 

As by bis smoothed brows it doth appear : 

Why look you still so stem and tragical ? 

Gh. Hae, Winchester, I offer thee my hand. 

JSl Hen, Fie, uncle Beaufort! I have heard you 
preach 

That malice was a great and grievous sin : 

And will not you maintain the thing you teach, 

But prove a chief offender in the same? 

War. Sweet king ! — ^the bishop hath a kindly gird.* — 
For shame, my lord of Winchester I relent ; 

Whal, shall a child instruct joxi what to do ? 

Win. Well, duke of Gloster, I will yield to thee ; 
Lave for thy love, and hand for hand I give. 

Gh. Ay; but, I fear me, with a hollow heart. 

, Sjge my fiiends, and loving countrymen ; 

Tlu» serve& fpr a flag of truce 
Betwixt oursdves and all our followers : 

So help me God, as I dissemble not ! 

Wm* So help me God, as I intend it not I [Aside. 
K. Hen. O loving uncle, kind duke of Gloster, 

How joyful am I made by this contract 1 
Away, my masters ! trouble us no more ; 

But join in fliendship, as your lords have done. 

1 Serv. Content j I ’ll to the surgeon’s. 

^ Serv. ^ ^ And so will I. 

3 Sera. And I will see what physic the tavern affords. 

[Bxeuni Servants, Mayor, ^e. 
War.^ Accept this scroll, most gracious sovereign j 
Which in the right of Bichard Plantagenet 
We do exhibit to your majesty. 

Gh. Well urg’d, my lord of Warwick ;- 7 -for, sweet 
prince, 

An if your grace mark every circumstance, 

You have great reason to do Richard right r 

• A hindlf/ gird^si reproof meant in kindness, ' 
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Especially, for those occasions 
At Eltham-place I to^d your majesty. 

K. Hen. And those occasions, uncle, were of force i 
Therefore, my loving lords, our pleasure is 
That Richard be restored to his blood. 

War. Let Richard be restored to his blood ; 

So shall his father’s wrongs be recompens’d. 

Win. As will the rest, so willeth Winchester. 

K. He^u If Richard will be true, not that alone. 

But all die whole inheritance I give 
That doth belong unto the house of Tork, 

From whence you spring by lineal descent. 

Flan, -Thy humble servant vows obedience, 

And humble service, till the point of death. 

K. Hen. Stoop then, and set your knee against my 
foot: 

And, in reguerdon.® of that duty done, 

I girt thee with the valiant sword of Yoik : 

Rise, Richard, like a true Plantagenet ; 

And rise created princely duke of Yoik. 

Plan, And so thrive Richard, as thy foes may fall I 
And as my duty springs, so peiish they 
That grudge one thought against your majesty! 

AU, Welcome, high prince, the mighty duke of York 1 
S<nn. Perish, base prince, ignoble duke of York 1 

\A$ide 

Glo. Now will it best avail your majesty, 

To cross the seas, and to be crown’d in France : 

The presence of a king engenders love^ 

Amongst his subjects, and his loyal friends ; 

As it disanimates his enemies. 

K. Hen. When Gloster says Hie word, king Henry 
goes; 

For friendly counsel cuts off mpiy foes. 

Glo, Your ships already are in readiness. ‘ 

[Sennet. Floterish. Exeunt all hut EslexJijbu 
^ Meguerdon — ^tecompence. 
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Exe, Ay, we may inarch in England, or in France, 
Not seeing what is likely to ensue : 

This late dissention, grown betwixt the peers, 

Burns under feigned ashes of forg'd love, 

And will at last break, out into a flame : 

As fester’d members rot but by degree. 

Till bones, and flesh, and sinews, fall away, 

So will this base and envious discord breed. 

And now I fear that fatal prophecy. 

Which, in the time of Henry nam’d the fifth, 

Was in the mouth of every sucking babe, — 

That Henry, born at Monmouth, should win all ; 

And Henry, bom at Windsor, should lose all : 

Which is so plain, that Exeter doth wish 

His days may finish ere that hapless time. [Exit, 


SCENE 11. — ^France. Before Rouen. 

JEhitei* La. PucELnn disguised^ and Soldiers dressed like 
Cowni/rymen^ with sacks upon their hacks. 

Puc. These are the city gates, the gates of Rouen, 
Through which our policy must make a breach : 

Take heed, be wary how you place your words ; 

Talk like the vulgar sort of market-men 
That come to gather money for their com. 

If we have entrance (as I hope we shall), 

And that we find the slothful watch but weak, 

I ’ll by a sign give notice to our friends, 

That Charles the dauphin may encounter them. 

1 Sold. Our sacks shall be a mean to sack the city, 
And we be lords and rulers over Rouen j 
Therefore we ’ll knock. [KnocJcs 

Guard. [Within.] Qui est la f 
Puc. Paisatis^ pauvres gens de Frances 
Poor market-folks, that come to sell their com. 

Guard. Enter, go in j the market-bell is rung. 

[Opens the gates. 
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Ptic. Now^ B-ouen, I ’ll sliake thy bulwarlcs to the 
grotm^* [Puc., ^0., enter the city, 

"Inter Bastard of Orleans, Alenqon, 

cmd Forces. 

Char» SaLint Dennis bless this happy stratagem I 
id once a.^ai» we ’ll sleep secure in Rouen. 

Bast, Here enter’d Pucelle, and her practisants ; 

)w she is i:liei-’e? how will she specify 
here is tHo best and safest passage in? 

Alen. Hy- thrusting out a torch from yonder tower ; 
hich, onoe discern’d, shows that her meaning i^ — 

5 way to that, for weakness, which she alter’d. 

Enter I^a. Buceiae o?i a haUletnent, holdkiy out a 

torch hv/rning. 

Flic, Beliold, this is the happy wedding torch, 
lat joinetli Bouen unto her countrymen; 
it burning" fatal to the Talhotites. 

Bast, See^ noble Charles ! the beacon of our friend, 
le burning torch, in yonder turret stands. 

Char. IST ow shine it like a comet of revenge, 
prophet to the fall of all our foes I 
Alen. Defer no time : Delays have dangerous ends ; 
ater, and. ory — The dauphin I” — ^presently, 
ad then do execution on the watch, [They enter. 

AZcerun'i.s. Enter Taxbot and certain EnglMi. 

Tal. France, thou shalt rue tliis treason with thy 
teare, 

' Talbot font survive thy treachery, 
acelle, tfont witch, that damned sorceress, 
ath wronght this hellish mischief unawares^ 
hat hardly we escap’d the pride of France, 

]jBxewfit to the txncfu 
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Alw'wii : Excursions, Enter y from the ^ totony Bed-' 
FOH.Dj brought in sicJcj in u chair y with Talbot, 
Burgundy, and the Englisli Forces, Then enter, 
on the walls, La Pucelle, Charles, Bastard, 
Alen^on, and others, 

Ftcc. Good morrow, gallants! want ye com for 
bread ? 

1 tHnlc tbe duke of Burgundy will fast, 

Before be ’ll buy again at sucb a rate : 

’T was full of darnel : Do you like tbe taste ? 

Bur. Scoff on, vile fiend, and shameless courtesan I 
I trust, ere long, to choke thee with thine own, 

And make thee curse the harvest of that com- 

Char. Your grace may starve, perhaps, before that 
time. 

Bed, 0, let no words, hut deeds, revenge this treason 1 
Pwc, What will you do, good grey-beard? break a 
lance. 

And run a tilt at death within a chair ? 

ToiL Foul fiend of France, and hag of all despite, 
Encompass'd with thy lustful paramours, 

Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age, 

And twit with cowardice a man half dead ? 

Damsel, I ’ll have a bout with you again, 

Or else let Talbot perish with tins shame. 

Fuc. Are you so hot, sir ? Yet^ Pucelle, hold thy 
p^wie; 

If Talbot do but thunder, rain will follow. 

£Talbot, and the rest, consult together, 
God speed die parliament 1 who shall be the speaker ? 
Ted. Dare ye come forth, and meet us in the field ? 
Ptfc. Belike, your lordship takes us then for fools, 

To try if that our own be ours, or no. 

TdL I speak not to that railing Hecate, 

But unto thee, Alen^on, and tiie rest; 
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nil ye, lilfe soldiers, come and fight it out? 

Alen* Signior, no. 

Tal, Signior, hang !— base muleteers of France ! 
ike peasant footboys do they keep the walls, 
nd dare not take up arms like gentlemen. 

Puc. Away, captains : let ’s get us from the walls ; 
or Talbot means no goodness by his looks, 
od be wi’ you, my lord ! we came but to tell you 
hat we are here. 

[Exeunt La Pucblle, ^*<7., from the walh 
Tal And there will we be too, ere it be long, 

•r else reproach be Talbot’s greatest fame ! 
ow. Burgundy, by honorg- of thy house, 

Prick’d on by piiblic wrongs sustain’d in France,) 
lither to get the town again, or die : 
nd I, as sure as English Henry lives, 
nd as his father here was conqueior; 

^s sure as in this late-betrayed town 
heat Coeur-de-lion’s heart was buried ; 

0 sure I swear to get the town or die. 

Bur, My vows are equal partners with thy vows. 
Tal But, ere we go, regard this dying prince, 

’he valiant duke of Bedford Come, my lord, 

Ye will bestow you in some better place, 

'itter for sickness and for crazy age. 

Bed, Lord Talbot, do not so dishonour me : 
lere will I sit before the walls of Rouen, 

Lnd will be partner of your weal or woe. 

Bur. Courageous Bedford, let us now persuade yoi 
Bed. Not to be gone fiom hence ; for once I read, 
?hat stout Pendragon, in his litter, sick, 
lame to the field, and vanquished his foes : 
i/Iethinks I should revive the soldieis’ hearts, 

Because I ever found them as myself. 

Tal Undaunted spirit in a dying breast!— 

Chen be it so : — ^Heavens keep old Bedford safe I— * 
Vnd now no more ado, brave Burgundy, 
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But gather we our forces out of hanclj 
And set upon our boasting enemy. 

imeunt Burgundy, Talbot, and Forces. 
Uamng Bedford and others. 

Alarum: Excursions, Sir John Fastolfe 

and a Captain. 

Cap. Wther away, sir John Tastolfe, in such haste ? 
Whither away? to save myself by flight. 

W e axe like to have the overthrow again. 

What I will you fly, and leave lord Talbot? 
Pc^st. Ay. All the Talbots in the world, to save my 
life. \Exit 

Cap. Cowardly knight I ill fortune follow thee t [ Ex' 

Ee^eai : Excursions. Enter, from the town. La 

Charles, and exeunt 


Bed Now, quiet soul; depart when H^ven please : 
wu enemies’ overthrow. 

What IS the trust or strength of foolish man ? 

1 hey, that of late were daring with their scofis. 

Are glad and fain by flight to save themselves. 

and is carried off in his chair. 


Alarum : Enter Talbot, Burgundy, and others. 

Tat Lost, and recover’d in a day again 1 
This IS a double honour, Burgundy : 

Yet, Heavens have glory for this victory ! 

Bur. Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgundy 
Jb^hrmes thee in his heart j and there erects 
Ahy deeds, as valour’s monuments, 

Tal. Thanfa, gentle duke. But where is Pucelle 
now? 

I think her old familiar is asleep : 

Now where ’s the Bastard’s braves, and Charles his 
gleeks I 
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What, all a-mort ? ^ Rouen hangs her head for grief 
That such a valiant company are fled. 

N'ovr will we tahe some order m the town^ 

Placing therein some expert oflicers ; 

And then depart to Paris, to the king ; ^ 

For there young Henry, with his nobles, lies. 

Btcr. What wills lord Talbot pleaseth Burgundy. 
Tal But yet, before we go, let ’s not forget 
The noble duke of Bedford, late deceas’d. 

But see his exequies fulfill’d in Rouen ; 

A braver soldier never couched lance, 

A gentler heart did never sway in court : 

But kings, and mightiest potentates, must die; 

For that ’s the end of human misery. [JBxeuni 

SCENE III . — The same. The Flams near the Cit% 

Enter Charles, the Bastard, ALENgON, LaPucelli 

and Forces. 

Puc. Dismay not, princes, at this accident, 

Nor grieve that Rouen is so recovered ; 

Care is no cure, but rather corrosive, 

For thmgs that are not to be remedied. 

Let frantic Talbot triumph for a while. 

And like a peacock sweep along his tail ; 

We ’ll pull his plumes, and take away his train, 

If dauphin and the rest will be but rul’d. 

Char. We have been guided by thee hitherto, 

And of thy cunning had no difl&dence ; 

One sudden foil shall never breed distmst. ^ 

Bast Search out thy wit for secret policies, 

And we will make thee famous through the world. 

Alen. We ’ll set thy statue in some holy place, 
And have thee reverenc’d like a blessed saint ; 
Employ thee then, sweet virgin, for our good. 

Pwc. Then thus it must be ; this doth Joan deviae : 
® All a-mort— dispirited. 
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y fair persuasitJnSj mix’d with sugar’d words, 

Te will entice the duke of Burgundy 
o leave the Talbot, and to follow us. 

Char, Ay, marry, sweeting, if we could do that, 
ranee were no place for Henry’s warriors ; 
for should that nation boast it so with us, 

\nt be extirped from our provinces. 

Alen. For ever should they beexpuls’d from Fiance 
Lud not have title of an earldom ha*e. 

Pmc. Your honours shall perc.eive how I will work, 

L^o bring this matter to die wished end. heard. 

lark! by the sotmd of drum you may perceive 
Dheir powers are marching unto Paris-ward. 

An English march. Enter, and pass over at a dis- 
tance, Talbot and his Forces. 

rhere goes the Talbot, with Ms colours spread j 
f^d ®fi the troops of English after him, 

A French March, Enter the Buxe of BuEauKOX 

and Forces. 


ISTow, in the rearward, co^mes the duke, and his ; 
Fortuny in favour, makes him lag behind. 

Suinmcm a parley, we will talk with him. 

[jd parley sounded. 

Char, A parley with the duke of Burgundy. 

Who craves a parley with the Burgundy ? 
Fm, The pdneely Charles of France, thy country- 


Emr, What say’st thou, Charles ? for I am marching 
hence. 

Char, Speak, Pucelle; and enchant him with thy 
words. 

Pm, Brave Bujgandy, undoubted hope of France ! 
Skay, let thy humble handmaid speak to thee. 

Bmr, Speak on; but be not over-tedious. 

Pm, Look on thy country, look on fertile France, 
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And see the cities and the towns defac'’d 
By wasting ruin of the cruel foe I 
As looks the mother on her lowly babe, 

When death doth close his tender dying eyes. 

See, see, the pining malady of France ; 

Behold the wounds, the most unnatural wounds, 

Which thou thyself hast given her woefol breast! 

O, ton thy edged sword another way ; 

Strike those tliat hurt, and hurt not those that help | 

One drop of blood, drawn from thy country’s 
Should grieve thee more than streams of foreign goro ; 
Ketum thee, therefore, with a flood of tears, 

And wash away thy country’s stained spots I 

Bur. Either she hath bewitch’d me with her words. 
Or nature makes me suddenly relent 

Fug. Besides, all French and France exclaim# on 
thee, 

Doubting thy birth and lawful progeny. 

Who join’st thou with, but with a lordly nation, 

That will not trust thee but for profit’s sake 1 
When Talbot hath set footing once in France, 

And fashion’d thee that instrument of ill, 

Who then, but English Henry, will be lord, 

And thou be thrust out like a fugitive? 

Call we to mind, —and mark but this, for proof; — 
Was not the duke of Orleans tby foe ? 

And was be not in England prisoner? 

But, when they heard he was thine enemy, 

They set him free, without his r^som paid. 

In spite of Burgundy and all his friends. 

See, then! thou fight’st against thy countrymen. 

And ioin’st with them will be tby slaughtenmm. 

' Come, come, return ; return, thou i^dering Icftd 5 
Charles and tiie rest will take thee in tbe» arms. 

Bur. I am Tauq^uished; these haughty* woidb 
hers 

® lofty— 

TOL. YI. * 
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Have batter’d me like roaring cannon-sbot, 

And made me almost yield upon my knees. 

Forgive me, country, and sweet countrymen! 

An<C lords, accept this hearty kind embrace : 

My forces and my power of men are yours j 
So, farewell, Talbot; 1 11 no longer trust thee. ^ 
Puc. Done like a Frenchman ; turn, and turn again - 
Char, Welcome, brave duke! thy friendship makes 
us fresh. 

Bast And doth beget new courage in our breaste. 
AUn, Pucelle hath bravely play’d her part m this, 
And doth deserve a coronet of gold. 

Char, Now let us on, my lords, and 30 m our powers 5 
And seek how we may prejudice the foe. 

SCENE IV.— Paris. A Boom in the Palace, 

Bnter Kma Henry, Gloster, and other Lords, 
Vernon, Bjlsset, To them Talbot, and sofnB 
of his Officers. 

Tal. My gracious prince, and honourable peers, 
Hearing of your arrival in this realm, 

I have awhile given truce unto my wars, 

To do my duty to my sovereign i 

In sign whereof, this arm, — ^that hath reclaim’d 

To your obedience fifty fortresses, 

Twelve cities, and seven walled towns of strength, 
Besides five hundred prisoners of esteem,— 

Lets fall his sword before your highness’ feet; 

And, with submissive loyalty of hearty 
Ascribes the glory of his conquest got^ 

First to my God, and next unto your grace. 

jST. Hefi. Is this the lord Talbot, uncle Gloster, 

That hath so long been resident in France '? ^ 

Glo. Yes, if it please your majesty, my Hege. 

X Men, Welcome, brave captain, and victorious 
lord! 
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Tien 1 was young, (as yet I am not old,) 
do remember how my father said 
stouter champion never handled sword. 

Dnff since we were resolved of your truth, 
our faithful service, and your toil in war j 
et never have you tasted our reward, 
r been reguerdon’d with so much as thanks, 

Bcause till now we never saw your face : 
lierefore, stand up ; and, for these good deserts, 

'’e here create you earl of Shrewsbury ; 

nd in our coronation take yom plaM. uiae 

Kinu Henry, Gto., Tal., md Nobles. 

Ver. Now, sir, to you, that were so hot at sea, 
isgracing of these colours that I wear 
1 honour of my noble lord of . o 

ax’st thou maintain the former words thou spak st ? 
Bas, Yes, sir ; as well as you dare patronage 
he envious barking of your saucy tongue 
gainst my lord, the duke of Somersei-. ^ 

Fer. Sirrah, thy lord I honour as he is. 

Bas. Why, what is he? as good a man as York. 
Ter. Hark ye ; not so : in witness take ye t^t _ 

Sas. ViUain, thon fcnow’st the law of arms is such, 
‘hat whoso draws a sword ’t is present death, 

Ir else this blow should broach thy dearest blood, 
fut I ’ll unto his majesty, and crave 
may have liberty to venge this wrong ; 
iThen thou shalt see I ’ll meet thee to thy cost. 

Fer. Well, miscreant, 1 11 be there as soon ^ you ; 
md, after, meet you sooner than you would. ^Biceun-^m 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— Paxis. A JRoom oJ^ State* 

Enter King Henry, Gloster, Exeter, York, 
SuPFOLK, Somerset, Winchester, Warwick, 
Talbot, the Governor ^ Paris, and others* 

Gh. Lord bishop, set the crown upon his head. 

Win* God save king Heniy, of that name the sixth ! 
Gh. Now, governor of Paris, take your oath, — 

, [Governor kneels. 

lhat you elect no other king but him : 

Esteem none friends but such as are his friends • 

And none your foes but such as shall pretend ’ 
Malicious practices against his state : 

This shall ye do, so help you righteous God ! 

\Bxmnt Governor and his Train. 

Enter Sir John Fastolfe, 

F^t. My gracious sovereign, as I rode from Calais, 
To haste unto your coronation, 

A letter was deliver'd to my hands, 

Writ to your grace from the duke of Burgundy. 

TaX. Shame to the duke of Bure-undv. and thee f 
I vow'd, base knight, when I did Let thee next ’ 

To t€3r tiifi garter from tiiy craven^s leg, 

I bave done,) because 
Thou wast ins^ed in that high degree, 
me, princely Henry, and the rest : 
dastard, at the battle of Patay, 

Whto but in all I was six thousand strong, 

;^d that the French were almost ten to one, 

Jiefoie we met, or that a stroke was given, 

^ PriCtefid!— intend# 
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Like to a trusty squire, did run away ; 

In wkicli assault we lost twelve hundred men ; 

Myself, and divers gentlemen beside, 

Were there surpris’d and taken prisoners. 

Then judge, great lords, if I have done amiss ; 

Or whether that such cowards ought to wear 
This ornament of knighthood, yea or no. 

Glo. To say the truth, this fact was infamous, 

And ill-beseeming any common man ; 

Much more a knight, a captain, and a_ leader. 

Tal. When first this order was ordain’d, my lords, 
Knights of the garter weie of noble birth ; 

Valiant, and virtuous, full of haughty courage. 

Such as were grown to credit, by the wars ; 

Not fearing death, nor shrinking for distress. 

But always resolute in most extremes. 

He then that is not furnish’d in this sort 
Doth but usurp the sacred name of knight, 
profaning this most honourable order ; 

And should (if I were worthy to be judge) 

Be quite degraded, like a hedge-born swain 
That doth presume to boast of gentle blood. 

K, Hen. Stain to thy countrymen! thou hear st thy 
doom ! 


Be packing therefore, thou that wpt a knight ; 
Henceforth we banish thee, on pain of death. — 

\_Exit Fast. 

And now, lord protector, view the letter 
Sent from our uncle duke of Burgxmdy. 

Gh. What means his grace, that he hath chang’d his 
style? \Fiewing the superscription. 

No more but, plain and bluntly, — “ To the king ?” 
Hath he forgot he is his sovereign ? 

Or doth this churlish sujjerscription 
Pretend some alteration in good will ? 

What ’s here? — " I have, upon especial cause, — 

Hectids * 
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Mov’d with compasaaoa of my country’s wrack, 
Together with the pitiful complaints 
Of such as your oppression feeds upon>«— • 

Forsaken your pernicious faction, 

And join’d with Charles, the rightful king of France.” 

0 monstrous treachery I Can this be so j 
That in alliance, amity, and oaths, 

There should be found such false dissembling guile f 
JST. Mm, "WJiat! doth my uncle Burgundy revolt? 
Gh, He doth, my lord ; and is become your foe, 

K, Mm, Is that &e worst this letter doth contain ? 
Glo. It is the worsts and all, my lord, he writes. 

K, Mm. Why, then, lord Talbot there shall talk with 
him, 

And give him chastisement for this abuse : — 

How say you, my lord ! are you not content ? 

Tal. Content, my liege? Yes ; but that I am pre- 
vented,*^ ^ 

1 should have b^g’d I might have been emnloy’d. 

K. Mm. «nien gather s^gtb, and marcS Lio him 
straight : 

Het Mm perceive how ill we brook his treason ; 

And what oRence it is to fiout his friends. 

Tal. I gc^ my lord; in heart desiring still 
Tou n^y bdwld confeiou of yoor foe,. , IE=^. 

£nter Vehnon and Basset. 

FJar. Grant me the combat, gracious sovereign ! 

A^ m^ my lord, grant me the combat too I 
^orh. This is rny servant : Hear him, noble prince I 
Som. And this is min e ; Sweet Henry, tavour him ! 

K. Mm, Be patient^ lor(% and give them leave to 
speak. — 

gmfkmm, What makes you thus erclaim f 
Mmd wherrfom crave you combat ? or with whom ? 

* JPtewi^d-^goiae before— anticipated. 
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Ver. With him, my lord; for he hath done me 
wrong. 

JBas. And I with him ; for he hath done me wrong. 
K. Hen. What is that wrong whereof you both com- 
plain? 

First let me hnow, and then I ’ll answer you. 

J5«s. Crossing the sea from England into France, 
This fellow here, with envious carping tongue. 
Upbraided me about the rose I wear ; 

Saying — the sanguine colour of the leaves 
Did represent my master’s blushing cheeks, 

When stubbornly he did repugn® the truth. 

About a certain question in the law, 

Argued betwixt the duke of York and him ; 

With other vile and ignominious terms : 

In confutation of which rude reproach, 

And in defence of my lord’s worthiness, 

I crave the benefit of law of arms. 

Ver. And that is my petition, noble lord : 

For though he seem, with forged quaint conceit, 

To set a gloss upon his bold intent, 

Yet Imow, my lord, I was provok’d by him ; 

And he first took exceptions at this badge, 

Pronouncing — ^that the paleness of this flower 
Bewray’d the faintness of my master’s heart. 

York. Will not this malice, Somerset, be left % 

Som. Your private grudge, my lord of York, will out, 
Though ne’er so cunningly you smother it. 

K. Hen. Good Lord I what madness rules in braiit- 
sick men ; 

When, for so slight and frivolous a cause, 

Such factious emulations shall arise : 

Good cousins both, of York and Somerset, 

Quiet yourselves, I pray, and be at peace. 

York. Let this dissention first be tried by %M, 

And then your highness shall command a peace 

» RepUffn-^-temt. 
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Som, The quarrel toucheth none but us alone: 
Betwixt ourselves let us decide it then. 

There k my pledge ; accept Somerset 
yer. JNay, let it rest where it began at first. 

JBas. Confirm it so, mine honourable lord. 

Gh, Confirm it so ? Confounded be your strife ! 
And perish ye, with your audacious prate I 
vassals ! are you not asham’d, 

With this immodest clamorous outrage 
To trouble and disturb the king and us ? 
j^d you, my lords,— methinks you do not well, 
lo bear with their perverse objections ; 

Much less to take occasion from their mouths 
To raise a mutiny betwixt yourselves; 

persuade you, take a better course. 

Exe, It grieves his highness Good my lords, be 
friends. 

T combatants : 

Hencefor^ I charge you, as you love our favour, 

Quite to forget this quarrel, and the cause. 

lordsj xemeniber where we are • 

^ Ranee, amongst a fickle wavering nation ; 

A j in our looks, 

AdcI that within ourselves we disagree 

How will aeir grudging stomachs be provok’d 

To wilful disobedience, and rebel ' 

Braids what infamy will there arise, 

Whm foreign princes shall be ceitiBed 
1 hat, for a toy, a thing of no regard, 

^mg s peers and chief nobility 

^toy d them^lves, and lost the reslm of France! 

^ ™mk upon the conquest of my father. 

My toder years ; and let us not forego 
^t for a tnfle that was bought with blood ! 

I«t me be umpire m this doubtful strife. 

1 see no reason, if I wear tbia rose, 

{putting on a red rose. 
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That any one should therefore be suspicious 
I more incline to Somerset than York : 

Both are my kinsmen, and I love them both : 

As well they may upbraid me with my crown, 

Because, forsooth, the king of Scots is crown’d. 

But your discretions better can persuade 
Than I am able to instruct or teach : 

And therefore, as we hither came in peace, 

So let us still continue peace and love. 

Cousin of York, we institute your grace 
To be our regent in these parts of France : 

And, good my lord of Somerset, unite 
Your troops of horsemen with his bands of foot ; 

And, like true subjects, sons of your progenitors, 

Go cheerfully together, and digest 
Your angry choler on your enemies. 

Ourself, my lord protector, and the rest, 

After some respite, will return to Calais ; 

From thence to England, where I hope ere long 
To be presented, by your victories, 

With Charles, Alen^on, and that traitorous rout. 

[Flourish. Exeunt K. Hen., Glo., Som., 

Win., Suf., and Basset. 
War. My lord of York, I promise you, the king 
Prettily, methought, did play the orator. 

York. And so he did ; but yet I like it not^ 

In that he wears the badge of Somerset. 

War. Tush ! that was but bis fancy, blame him not ; 
I dare presume, sweet prince, he thought no harm. 

York. And, if I wist he did,— But let it rest ; 

Other affairs must now be managed. 

[Exeunt York, Warwick, and Vernon. 
Exe. Well didst thou, Bichard, to suppress thy vmce : 
For had the passions of thy heart burst out, 

I fear we should have seen decipher’d &ere 
More rancorous s^ite, more fUrious raging broils. 

Than yet can be imagin’d or suppos’d. 
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But liowsoe’er, no simple man that sees 
This jarring discord of nobility, 

This shouldhing of each other in the com’t, 

Tliis factious bandying of their favourites. 

But that it doth presage some ill event. 

^T is much, when sceptres are in children’s hands : 

But more, when envy breeds unkind division ; 

There comes the min, there begins confusion. 

SCENE II. — ^France. Before Bourdeaux. 

Enter Talbot, with Ms Forces, 

Tat. Go to the gates of Bourdeaux, trumpeter ; 
Summon their general unto the wall. 

{Trumpet sounds a parley. Enter, on the loalls, the 
General of the French Forces, and others. 
English J ohn Talbot, captains, calls you forth, 

Servant in arms to Harry king of England ; 

And thus he would,— Open your city gates ; 

Be humble to us *, call my sovereign youns. 

And do him homage as obedient subjects ; 

And I ’ll withdraw me and my bloody power : 

But, if you frown upon this proffer’d peace, 

You tempt the fury of my three attendants, 

Lean famine, quartering steel, and climbing fire ; 

Who, in a moment, even with the earth 
Shall lay your stately and air-braving towers, 

If you forsake the offer of their love. 

Gen. Thou ominous and fearful owl of death, 

Our nation’s terror, and their bloody scourge ! 

The period of thy tyranny approacheth. 

On us thou canst not enter, but by death : 

For, I protest, we are well fortified, 

And strong enough to issue out and fight : 

If thou retire, the dauphin, well appointed, 

S^ds with the snares of war to tangle tliee : 

On either hand thee there are squadrons pitch’d, 
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To wall thee from the liberty of flight ; 

And no way canst thou turn thee for redresSj, 

But death doth front thee with apparent spoil, 
And pale destruction meets thee in the face. 

Ten thousand French have ta’en the sacrament, 

To rive their dangerous artillery 

Upon no Christian soul but English Talbot. 

Lo I there thou stand’st, a breathing valiant man. 
Of an invincible unconqner’d «!pir't : 

This is the latest ghfry ol' ihy piai-.c, 

That I, thy enemy, due “■ thee withal ; 

For ere the glass that now begins to run 
JJinish the process of his sandy hour. 

These eyes, that see thee now well coloured. 

Shall see thee wither’d, bloody, pale, and dead. 

[JDrum aj 

Hark I bark I the dauphin’s drum, a warning bel 
Sings heavy music to thy timorous soul. 

And mine shall ring thy dire departure out. 

\_Escmnt General, from the 
Tal, He fables not^ I hear the enemy j — 

Out, some light horsemen, and peruse their wing 

O, negligent and heedless discipline I 

How are we park’d, and bounded in a pale ; 

A little herd of England’s timorous deer. 

Maz’d with a yelping kennel of French curs 1 
If we be English deer, be then in blood : ^ 

Not rascal-like,® to fall down with a pinch ; 

But rather moody-mad and desperate stags, 

Turn on the bloody bounds with heads of steel, 
And make the cowards stand aloof at bay : 

* pay as due. 

*> In Uoodr^ term of the forest. So in * ** Love’s L 
Lost 

** The deer vras, as you know, in sanguis^ blood- 

« BaseaHtke, Rascal was also a term of wood'crr 
lean deer* 
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Sell every man his life as dear as mine, 

And they shall find dear deer of us, my friends. 

God^ and Saint George! Talbol^ and England’s right ! 
Proper our colours in this dangerous fight ! [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. — Plains in Gascony. 

Enter York, loith Forces ; to him a Messenger. 

Tbr^ Axe not the speedy scouts return'd again, 

That dogg'd the mighty army of the dauphin ? 

Mess. They are return'd, my lord : and give it out 
That he is march’d to Bouideaux with his power, 

To fight with Talbot : As he march’d along. 

By your espials were discovered 

Two mightier troops than that the dauphin led ; 

Which Join’d with, him, and made their march for 
Bourdeaux. 

York, A plague upon that villain Somerset, 

That tibus delays my promised supply 
Of horsemen, mat were levied for this siege I 
Benovmed Talbot doth expect my aid ; 

And I am lowted^ by a traitor villain, 

And cannot help the noble chevalier : 

God comfort Mm in this necessity ! 

If he miscarry, ferewell wars in France. 

Enter Sir "William Lucy. 

Xntcy. Thou princely leader of our English strength, 
Never so needful on the earth of France, 
to the rescue of the noble Talbot ; 

Who now is girdled with a waist of iron, 

And hemm’d about with grim destruction : ^ 

To Bourdeaux, warlike duke ! to Bourdeaux, York ! 
Else, farewell Talbot, France, and England’s honour. 
York, O God I that Somerset, who in proud heart 

* Lmsted, Malone explains this, “ I am treated \\ ith con- 
tempt like a lowt.’* 
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Doth stop my comets, were in Talbot’s place I 
So should we save a valiant gentleman. 

By forfeiting a traitor and a coward. 

Mad ire, and wrathful fury, makes me weep, 

That thus we die, while remiss traitors sleep. 

Xwy. O, send some succour to the distress’d lord ! 
York, He dies, we lose ; I break my warlike word i 
We mourn, France smiles; we lose, they daily getj 
All ’long of this vile traitor Somerset. 

Lucy. Then, God take mercy on brave Talbot’s soul ! 
And on his son, young John ; whom, two hours since, 

I met in travel toward his warlike father ! 

This seven years did not Talbot see his son ; 

And now they meet where both their lives are done. 

York. Alas I what joy shall noble Talbot have, 

To bid his young son welcome to his grave ? 

Away I vexation almost stops my breath. 

That sunder’d friends greet in the hour of death. 

Lucy, farewell : no more my fortune can, 

But curse the cause I cannot aid the man, 

Maine, Blois, Poictiers, and Tours, are won away, 
’Long all of Somerset, and his delay. 

Lucy. Thus while the vulture of sedition 
Feeds in the bosom of such great commanders, 

Sleeping neglection doth betray to loss 
The conquest of our scarce-cold conqueror, 

That ever-living man of memory, 

Henry the fifth i — ^Whiles they each other cross, 

Lives, honours, lands, and all, hurry to loss. [ExiL 

SCENE IV . — Other plains of Gascony. 

Enter Somehset, xoith his Forces ; an Officer of 
Talbot’5 mth him. 

Som, It is to0 late ; I cannot send them now r 
This expedition was by York and Talbot t ^ 

Too rashly plotted ; all our general force * i 
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MigM with a sally of the very town 
Be budded with : the over-daring Talbot 
Hath sullied all his gloss of former honour. 

By this unheedfiil, desperate, wild adventure : 

York set him on to fight, and die in shame, 

That^ Talbot dead, great York might bear the name. 

Ojfi Here is sir William Lucy, who with me 
Set trom our o’ermatch’d forces fortli for aid, 

jBnter Sir William Lucy, 

Som* How now? sir William, whither were you sent? 
Whither, my lord ? from bought and sold lord 
Talbot ; 

Who, ring’d about with bold adversity. 

Cries out for noble York and Somerset, 

To beat assailing death from his weak legions. 

And whiles the honourable captain there 
Drops bloody sweat horn his war-wearied limbs, 

And, in advantage ling’ring, looks for rescue, 

You, his false hopes, the trust of England’s honour, 
Keep off aloof with worthless emulation. 

Let not your private discord heep away 
The levied succours that should lend him aid, 

While he, renowned noble gentleman. 

Yields up his life unto a world of odds : 

Orleans the Bastard, Charles, Burgundy, 

AIen<;on, Reignier, compass him aboul^ 

And Talbot perisbeth by your default. 

Som. York set him on, York should have sent him 
aftl, 

Z/uo^. And York as fast upon your grace exclaims 
Swearing that you withhold his levied host 
Collected for this expedition. 

York liesj he might have sent and had the 
’^koxse; 

I owe him little duty and less love; 

And take foul scorn to fawn on him by sending 
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Lucy. The fraud of England, not the force of France, 
a;ath now entrapp’d the noble-minded Talbot : 

Mever to England shall he bear his life ; 

But dies, betray’d to fortune by your strife. 

Som* Come, go ; I will despatch the horsemen straight: 
Within six hours they will be at his aid. 

Lucy, Too late comes rescue ; he is ta’en, or slain : 
For fly he could not, if he would have fled ; 

And fly would Talbot never, though he might. 

Som. If he be dead, brave Talbot then adieu ! 

Lucy, His fame lives in the world, his shame in you. 

{Exeunt 

SCENE V. — The English Camp near Bourdeaux. 
Enter Talbot and John his Son, 

Tal, 0 young John Talbot! I did send for thee. 

To tutor thee in stratagems of war ; 

That Talbot’s name might be in thee reviv’d. 

When sapless age, and weak unable limbs, 

Should bring thy father to his drooping chair. 

But, — O malignant and ill-boding stars !— - 
Now thou art come unto a feast of death, 

A terrible and unavoided* danger : 

Therefore, dear boy, mount on my swiftest horse ; 

And I ’ll direct thee how thou shalt escape 
By sudden flight : come, dally not, begone. 

John, Is my name Talbot f and am I your son I 
And shall I fly 1 0, if you love my mother, 

Dishonour not her honourable name. 

To make a bastard and a slave of me : 

The world will say, — He is not Talbot’s blood, 

That basely fled, when noble Talbot stood. 

TaZ„ Fly, to revenge my death, if I be slain. 

John, He that flies so will ne’er return again. 

Tal. If we both stay, we both are sure to die. 

John. Then let me stay ; and, father, do you £fy: 

^ Unfltwwfei— not to be avoided. 
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Yotu loss is greaf^ so your regard should be ; 

My worth m^mown, no loss is known in me. 

Upon my death the French can little boast; 

In yours they will, in you all hopes are lost. 

Flight cannot stain the honour you have won* 

But mine it will, that no exploit have done : 

You fled for vantage, every one will swear ; 

But^ if I bow, they ’ll say it was for fear. 

There is no hope that ever I will stay, 

If the first hour I shrink, and nm away. 

Here, on my knee, I beg mortality. 

Rather than life preserv’d with infamy. 

Tal. Shall all thy mother’s hopes lie in one tomb ? 
John. Ay, rather than 1 11 shame my mother’s womb. 
Ted, Upon my blessing I command thee go. 

John, To fight I will, but not to fly the foe. 

Ted. Part of thy father may be sav’d in thee. 

John. No part of him but will be shame in me. 

Ted. Thou never hadst rmown, nor canst not lose it. 

John. Y^ ydur renowned name : Shall flight abuse 
it? 

Ted. Thy father s charge shall clear thee from that 
stain. 

You cannot witness for me, being slain. 

If death be so apparent, then both fly. 

Tal. And leave my followers here, to fight and die? 
M.y age was never tainted with such shame. 

John. And shall my youth be guilty of such blame? 
more can I be sever’d fi'om your side, 

^an can yourself yourself in twain divide : 

Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I ; 

For live I will not if my father die. 

Ted. Then here I take my leave of thee, fair son, 
wm to eclipse tliy life this afternoon. 

^m^ side by side together live and die ; 

And soul wifii soul from France to heaven fly. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE VI.— ^ Field of Battle, 

Alartm : Excursions^ wherein Talbot’^ Son is 
hemmed about, and Talbot rescues Mm, 

Tal. Saint George and victory ! fight, soldiers, fight • 
The regent hath with Talbot broke his word, * 

And left ns to the rage of France his sword. 

Wliere is John Talbot? — pause, and take thy breath ; 

I gave thee life, and rescued thee from death. 

John, 0 twice my father ! twice am I thy son ; 

Tile life thou gav’st me first was lost and done ; 

Till with thy warlike sword, despite of fate, 

To my deteiTnin’d time thou gav'st new date. 

Tal, When from the dauphin’s crest thy sword struck 
fire. 

It warm’d thy father’s heart with proud desire 
Of bold-fac’d victory. Then leaden age, 

Quicken’d with youthful spleen and warlike rage, 

Beat down Alenqon, Orleans, Burgundy, 

And from the pride of Gallia lescued thee. 

The ireful bastard Orleans — that drew blood 
From thee, my boy; and had the maidenhood 
Of thy first fight — I soon encountered ; 

And, interchanging blows, I quickly shed 
Some of his bastard blood ; and, in disgrace, 

Bespoke him thus : Contaminated, base, 

And misbegotten blood I spill of thine, 

Mean and right poor ; for that pure blood of min^ 
Which thou didst force from Talbot, my brave boy:’’— 
Here, ]purposing the Bastard to destroy, 

Came in strong rescue. Speak, thy father’s care; 

Art tiiou not weary, J ohn ? How didst thou tare ? 

Wilt thou yet leave the battle, boy, and fly. 

Now thou art seal’d the son of chivalry ? 

Fly, to revenge my death, when I am dead; 

The help of one stands me in little stead, 

VOL. VI, 
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0, too much folly is it, well I wot, 

To hazard all oui lives in one small boat. 

If I to-day die not with Frenchmen’s rage, 

To-morrow I shall die with micltle age : 

By^me they nothing gain an if I stay, 

’T is but the short’ning of my life one day : 

In thee thy mother dies, our household’s name, 

My death’s revenge, thy youth, and England’s faire s 
All these, and more, we hazard by thy stay ; 

All these are sav’d if thou wilt fly away. 

John, The sword of Orleans hath not made me smart 
These words of yours draw life-blood from my heart ; 
On tliat advantage, bought with such a shame, 

(To save a paltry life, and slay bright fame,) 

Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly, 

The coward horse that bears me fall and die : 

And like me to the peasant boys of France j 
To be shame's scorn, and subject of mischance. 

Surely, by all the glory you have won, 

An if I fly I am not Talbot’s son : 

Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot; 

If son to Talbot^ die at Talbot’s foot. 

Tal. Then follow thou thy desperate sire of Crete, 
Thou Icarus ; thy life to me is sweet ; 

If thou wilt fight^ fight by thy father’s side; 

And, commendable prov’d, let ’s die in pride. [JSbewzt- 

SCENE VII. — Another Petri of the same. 

Alarum : Excursions. Enter Talbot wounded, sup- 
ported hy a Servant. 

TaL Where is my other life? — ^mine own is gone ; — 
0, where’s young Talbot? where is valiant John® 
Triumphant death, smear'd with captivity. 

Young Talbot’s valour makes me smile at thee. 

Whai he perceiv’d me shrink, and on my knee, 

His bloody sw6rd he brandish’d over me, 
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And, like a hungry lion, did commence 
Rough deeds of rage and stem impatience ; 

But when my angry guardant stood alone, 
Tend’ring my ruin, and assail’d of none, 
Bizzy-ey’d fury, and gieat rage of heart, 

Suddenly made him fiom my side to start 
Into the clustering battle of the French : 

And in that sea of blood my boy did drench 
His overmounting spirit; and there died 
My Icaras, my blossom, in his pride. 

JSnter Soldiers, "bearing the body of John Talb 

Sern, 0 my dear lord! lo, where your son is be 
Tal. Thou antic death, which laugh’st us here to s 
Anon, from thy insulting tyranny, 

Coupled in bonds of perpetuity. 

Two Talbots, winged through the lither sky, 

In thy despite shall ’scape mortality. 

O thou whose wounds become hard-favour’d death, 
Speak to thy father, ere thou yield thy breath : 
Brave death by speaking, whether he will or no ; 
Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy foe. 

Poor boy I he smiles, methinks ; as who should say 
Had death been French, then death had died to-da] 
Come, come, and lay him in his father’s arms : 

My spirit can no longer bear these harms. 

Soldiers, adieu ! I have what I would have^ 

Now my old arms are young John Talbot’s grave. [I 

Alarums. Exeunt Soldiers and Servant, leaving 
two bodies. Enter Charles, Alen^’On, Burgun 
Bastard, IjA Pucelle, and Forces. 

Char. Had York and Somerset brought rescue in, 
We should have found a bloody day of this. 

Bast How the young whelp of Talbot’s, raging woe 
Did flesh his puny sword *in Frenchmen’s blood ! 

® Raging wcwd—iaging mad. 
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Puc. Once I encounter’d him, and thus I said, — 
‘‘Thou maiden youth, be vanqmsh’d by a maid 
But, with a proud, majestical high scorn, 

He answer’d thus : “ Young Talbot was not bom 
To be the pillage of a giglot wench 
So, rushing in the bowels of the Trench, 

He left me proudly, as unworthy fight. . . . . , 
Bur. Doubtless he would have made a noble hnight ; 
See, where he lies inhersed in the arms 
Of the most bloody nurser of his harms. 

Bast Hew them to pieces, hack their bones asunder; 
Whose life was England's glory, Gallia’s wonder. 

Char. 0, no; forbear : for that which we have fled 
During the life, let us not wrong it dead. 

Enter Sir William Lucy, attended; a Trench Herald 

preceding. 

Lttcp. Herald, conduct me to the dauphin's tent ; 

To Imow who hath obtain’d the glory of the day. 

Char. On what submissive message art tliou sent ? 
Lucp. Submission, dauphin 1 ’t is a mere French 
word ; 

We English warriors wot not what it means. 

I come to know what prisoners thou hast ta'en, 

And to survey the bodies of the dead. 

Char. Tor prisoners asFst thou ? heU our prison is. 
But tell me whom thou seek’st. 

lAicy. But where ’s^ the great Alcides of the field, 
Valiant lord Tall)ot, earl of Shrewsbury % 

Created, for bis rare success in arms, 

Great earl of Washford, Waterford, and Valence; 

Xiord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchin field, 

IiOrd Strange of Blackmere, lord Verdim of Alton, 
I#ord Cromwell of Wingfield, lord Fumival of Sheffield, 

“ But where 's. It appears to us that ljucy utters an exclama- 
tion of surprise when he does not see Talbot, supposing him" to 
be prisoner. 
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The thrice-victorious lord of Talconbridge ; 

Knight of the noble order of Saint George, 

Worthy Saint Michael, and the golden fleece ; 

Great mareshal to Henry the sixth, 

Of all bis wars within the realm of France? 

Pug, Here is a silly stately style indeed I 
The Turk, that two-and-fifty kingdoms hath, 

Writes not so tedious a style as this. 

Him, that thou magnifiest with all these titles, 

Stinking, and fly-blown, lies here at our feet. . 

Lucy, Is Talbot slain ? the Frenchman’s only scourge, 
Your Imgdom's terror and black Nemesis % 

O, were mine eyeballs into bullets turn’d, 

That I, in rage, might shoot them at your faces I 
O, that I could but call these dead to life 1 
It were enough to fright the realm of France : 

Were but his picture left among you here, 

It would amaze the proudest of you all. 

Give me their bodies ; that I may bear them hence, 

And give them burial as beseems their worth. 

Pile. I think this upstart is old Talbot’s ghost, 

He speaks with such a proud commanding spirit. 

For God’s sake, let him have ’em ; to keep them here. 
They would but stink and putrefy the air. 

CJw/r. Go, take their bodies hence. 

Lucy. I ’ll bear them hence 

But from their ashes shall be rear’d 
A phoenix fhat shall make all France afeard. 

Char, So we be rid of them do with ’em what thou 
wilt. 

And now to Paris, in this conquering vein ; 

All will be ours, now bloody Talbot ’s slain. \JSxmn,t 


—— — o-oJOCo^- 
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ACT V- 

SCENE I. — London. A Room m the Falace, 

Enter Kina Henry, G-loster, and Exeter. - 

JfT. Hen. Have you perus’d the letters fi:om the poj^ 
The emperor, and die earl of Armagnac ? 

Glo. I have, my lord ; and their intent is this, — 
They humbly sue unto your excellence, 

To have a godly peace concluded of 

Betvireen the realms of England and of France. ^ 

jST. Sen. How doth your grace affect their motion. * 

Glo. Well, my good lord ; and as the only mean« 
To stop efiusion of our Christian blood. 

And ’stablish quietness on every side. 

Km Sen. Ay, marry, uncle ; for I always thought 
It was hotii impious and unnatural 
That such immanity^ and bloody strife 
Should reign among professors of one faith, 

Glo. Beside, my lord, — the sooner to effect, 

And surer bind, this knot of amity, — 

The earl of Armagnac — near knit to Charles, 

A man of great authority in France — 

Proffers his only daughter to your grace 
In marriage, widi a large and sumptuous dowry. 

K. Sen. Marriage, uncle I alas ! my years are 
And fitter is my study and my books 
Than wanton dEilliance with a paramour. 

Yet, call the ambassadors ; and, as you pleas^ 

So let them have their answers every one : 

I shall be well content with any choice 
Tends to God’s glory, and my coimtry’s weal. 

Enter a Legate, and two Ambassadors, mth WiJNf-* 
CHESTER m a Cardinal* s halit. 

Exe. What ! is my lord of Winchester install’d* 

® Immanity — harb.irity. 
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And call’d mto a cardinal’s de^ee 1 
Then, I perceive that will be verified, 

Henry the fiftii did sometime prophesy — 

If once he come to be a cardinal^ 

He ’ll make his cap co-equal with the crown. 

K, Ben. My lords ambassadoi-s, your several smts 
Have been consider’d and debated on. 

Your purpose is both good and reasonable : 

And, therefore, are we certainly resolv d 
To draw conditions of a friendly peace ; 

Which, by my lord of Winchester, we mean 
Shall be transported presently to France. 

Glo. And. for the proffer of my lord your master, 

I have inform’d his highness so at large, 

As — ^liking of the lady’s virtuous gifts, 

Her beauty and the value of her dower,— 

He doth intend she shall be Engirds queen. 

K. Ben. In argument and proof of which contra^:? 
Bear her this jewel, [^o the Amb.1 pledge of my a ec- 

tion. , 

And so, my lord protector, see them guarded,^ 

An d safely brought to Dover j where, inshipp d. 
Commit them to the fortune of the sea. , a r 

I Exeunt and Train; GLOs.,ExE.,and! Amb. 

Win. Stay, my lord legate ; you shall first receive 
The sum of money which I promised 
Should be deliver’d to his holiness 
For clothing me in these grave ornaments. ^ 

Lea. I will attend upon your lordship’s leisure. 

Win. Now, Winchester will not subnoit, I trow. 

Or be inferior to the proudest peer. 

Humphrey of Gloster, thou shalt well perceive, 

That, neither in birth, or for audiority, 

The bishop will be overborne by thee ; 

1 11 either make thee stoop and bend thy knee, 

Or sack this country with a mutiny. lExeun . 
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SCENE II.— France. Flams in Anjou. 

Enter Charles, Burgundy, Alen^on, La Pucel] 
and Forces^ marching. 

Char, These news, my loids, may cheer our dxo< 
ing spirits : 

*T is said the stout Paiisians do rcA^olt, 

And turn again unto die warlike Fiench. 

Alen. Then march to Paris, royal Charles of Fran' 
And keep not back your powers in dalliance. 

Piic, Peace he amongst them if they turn to us; 
Else, ruin combat witli their palaces ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Success unto our valiant general, 

And happiness to his accomplices ! 

Char. What tidings send our scouts? I prithee spO£ 
Mess. Tlie English aimy, that divided was 
Into two parties, is now conjoin'd m one ; 

And means to give you battle presently. 

Char. Somewhat too sudden, sirs, the warning is ; 
But we will presently provide for them. 

Bur. I trust the ghost of Talbot is not there ; 

Now he is gone, my lord, you need not fear. 

Pm. Of all base passions, fear is most accurs’d 
Command the conquest, Charles, it shall be thine; 
Let Henry fret, and all the woild repine. 

Char. Then on, my lords ; and Fiance be fortuna 

[Exeu 

SCENE III. — The same. Before Angiers. 
Alarums: Excursions. L\. Pucelle. 

JPuc. The regent conquers, and the Frenchmen fly 
Now, help, ye channing spells, and periapts ; * 

And ye choice spirits that admonish me, 

And give me signs of future accidents! \^Thundi 
You speedy helpers, tliat aie substitutes 
® Periapts — amule*s— ch.irms. 



SCBNB III.] KING HENRY VL— PART I. 


8T 


Under the lordly monarch of the north,* 

Appear, and aid me in this enterprise ! 

Bnter Fiends. 

This speedy and quick appearance argues proof 
Of your accustom’d diligence to me. 

Now, ye familiar spirits, that are cull’d 
Out of the powerful regions under earth, 

Help me this once, that Fiance may get the field, 

[ They icalk about and speak not, 
0, hold me not with silence over-long! 

Where I was wont to feed you with my blood, 

I ’ll lop a member off, and give it you, 

In earnest of a further beneht ; 

So you do condescend to help me now. — 

iThey hang their heads. 
No hope to have redress ? — My body shall 
Pay recompense, if you will grant my suit. 

[They shake their heads. 
Cannot my body, nor blood-saciifice, 

Entreat you to your wonted furtherance ? 

Then take my soul ; my body, soul, and all, 

Before thatEngland give the Fi ench the foil. [ They depart 
Seel they forsake me. Now the time is come 
That France must veil her lofty-plumed crest^ 

And let her head fall into England’s lap. 

My ancient incantations are too weak, 

And hell too strong for me to buckle with : 

Now, France, thy glory droopeth to the dust. [ Exit, 

Alarums. Enter French and English, fighting. La 
PucELLB and York fight hand to hand. La Pn- 
CEI.LE is taken. The French j%. 

York. Damsel of France, I think I have you fa ^ ; 
Unchain your spirits now with spelling charms. 

And try if they can gain your liberty, 

A goodly prize, fit for the devil’s grace ! 

^ “ The monarch of the N'orthf says Hoace, ** waa 
one of the tour principal devils invoked by witches. 
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S€6 liow the ugly witcli dotli bend li€x brows* 

As if, with Circe, sbe would change my shape. 

Puc, Chang’d to a woxser shape thou canst not be. 
FofL O, Charles the dauphin is a proper man ; 

No shape hut his can please your dainty eye. 

Pw* A plaguing mischief light on Charles, and theei 

And may ye both be suddenly surpris d 
By bloody hands, in sleeping on your he(M . 

York. Fell, banning hag I enchantress, hold thy tongue. 
Pitc. I prithee, give me leave to curse a while. 

York. Curse, miscreant, when thou comest to the 
stake. _ [Exeunt. 

JUdTunns. Enter Suffolk^ leading in Ladx 
Margaret. 



Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my prisoner. 

[Graces on her, 

0 Mrest beauty, do not fear, nor fly j 

For I will toudi thee but with reverent hands, 

1 kiss these fingers \Ussmgher7mrid1 for eternal peace. 
And lay them gently on thy tender side. 

Who art thou % say, that I may honour thee. ^ 

Mar. Margaret my name, and daughter to a king ; 
The king of Naples ; whosoe’er thou art. 

Sufi An earl I am, and Sufiblk am I call d. 

Be not offended, nature's miracl^ 

Thou art allotted to be ta’en by me : 

So doth the swan her downy cygnets save, 

Kleqimg them prisoner underneath her wings. 

Yet if this servile usage once offend, ^ 

Gk>, and be free again, as Suffolk’s friend. 

[SAe turns away as going. 

O stay I —I have no power to let her pass ; 

My hand would free hex, but my heart says no. 

As plays the sun upon the glassy streams, 

Twinkling another counterfeited beam, 

So seems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes- 
Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not speak ; 
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I ’ll call for pen and ink, and write my mind : 

Ifie, De la Poole I disable not thyself; 

Kast not a tongue? is she not here thy prisoner? 

Wilt thou be daunted at a woman’s sight ? 

Ay ; beauty’s princely majesty is such, 

Confounds the tongue, and makes the senses rough. 

3far. Say, earl of Suffolk, if thy name be so, 

VViiat ransom must I pay before I pass ? 

For I perceive 1 am thy prisoner. 

Suf. How canst thou tell, she will deny thy suit, 
Before thou make a trial of her love ? [A^e, 

Afar. Why speak’st thou not? what ransom mustlpay ? 
Suf. She ’s beautiful ; and therefore to be woo’d : 
She is a woman; therefore to be won. (Aside. 

JWhr. Wilt thou accept of ransom, yea, or no ?’ 

Suf. Fond man I remember that thou hast a wife ; 
Then how can Margaret be thy paramour? (Aside, 
Mar. I were best to leave him, for he will not hear. 
Suf. There all is marr’d ; there lies a cooling card. 
dSdar. He talks at random ; sure, the man is mad. 
Suf. And yet a dis])cnsation may be had. 

M-ar. And yet I would that you would answer me, 
Suf I ’ll win this lady Margaret. l'’or whom ? 
Why, for my king : Tush I that’s a wooden thing. 

JSdar. He talks of wood : it is some carpenter. 

Suf. Yet so my fancy®- may be satisdeci^ 

And peace established between these realms. 

But there remains a scruple in tliat too : 

For though her father be the king of Naples, 

Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet is he poor. 

And our nobility will scorn the match. (Asidcm 

Mar. Hear ye, captain? Are you not at leisure? 
Suf. It shall be so, disdain they ne’er so much : 
Henry is youthful, and will q^uickly yield. 

Madam, I have a secret to reveal, 

Jtfor. What though I be enthiall’d I he seems a knight, 
And will not any way dishonour me. (Aside. 
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Suf. Ij£wiyH voncbsafe to listen wliat I 
Mar. PerLps I shall be rescued by Ibe French ; 
And then I need not crave bis courtesy. _ L^s 

Suf‘ Sweet madanij give me liearing m a canse- 
Mar, Tush 1 women have been captivate ere now 

L^* 

$uf. Lady, wherefore talk you so “? 

Mar^ I cry you mercy, ’t is but quid for quo. 
Suf. Say, gentle princess, would you not suppose 
Your bondage happy, to be made a (^ueen 1 
J/or. To be a queeu in bondage is more viie 
Thau is a slave in base servility ; 

!H*or princes should be free. 

Suf, And so shall you, 

Xf happy England’s royal king he free. 

Mar. Why, what concerns his freedom uiito me 
Suf. I T1 undertake to make thee Henry s quee 
To put a golden sceptre in thy haiw^ 
jfknd set a precious crown upn thy head, 

Xf thou wilt condescend to be my— 

Mar. Whatl 

Suf. His love. , 

Mar. 1 am unworthy to be Henry s wife. 

Suf. No, gentle madam; I unworthy am 
To woo so fair a dame to be his^ wife, 

And have no portion in the choice myself. 

How say you, madam j are you so content . 
Mar. An if my father please, I am contmt. 
Suf. Then call our captains, and our colours, 
And, madam, at your father’s castle w^ls 
We 11 crave a parley, to confer with him. 

[^Troops come f 01 

A Parley sounded. Elder Reignier on the i 
Suf. See, Reignier, see, thy daughter prisoner. 

Towhom? * 

Suf. To me. 

Heig, Suffolk, what remed] 
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I am a soldier, and miapt to weep, 

Or to exclaim on fortune’s fickleness. 

Suf, Yes, there is remedy enough, my lord : 

Consent (and for thy honoxir, give consent) 

Thy daughter shall be wedded to my king ; 

Whom I with pain have woo’d and won thereto j 
And this her easy-held imprisonment 
Hath gain'd thy daughter princely liberty. 
jRc^. Speaks Suffolk as he thinks ? 

Fair Margaret knows 

That Suffolk doth not flatter, face, or feign. 

JRcfy. Upon thy princely warrant, I descend. 

To give thee answer of thy just demand. 

[Mxitfrom the waUs* 
Suf. And here I will expect thy coming. 

Trumpets sounded. Enter K-eignirr, helmo. 
Reig. Welcome, brave earl, into our territories ; 
Command in Anjou what your honour pleases. 

Stf. Thanks, Reignier, happy for so sweet a child. 
Fit to be made companion with a king : 

What answer mak^ your grace unto my suit? 

Reig. Since thou dost deign to woo her little worfiv 
To be the princely bride of such a lord ; 

Upon condition 1 may quietly 

Enjoy mine own, the county Maine, and Anjou, 

Free from oppression, or the stroke of war. 

My daughter shall be Henry’s, if he please. 

S'uf. That is her ransom, I deliver her; 

And those two counties, I will undertake, 

Your grace shall well and quietly enjoy. 

Reig. And I again, in Henry’s royal name^ 

As deputy unto that gracious king, 

Give thee her hand, for sign of plighted faith. 

Suf. Reignier of France, I give tliee kingly thanl^ 
Because this is in traffic of a king : 

And yet, methinks, I could be well contmt 
To be mine own attorney in this case. 

111 over then to England with this newa. 
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And make tbis marriage to be solemniz’d ; 

So, farewell, Reignier ! set this diamond safe 
In golden palaces, as it becomes. 

Reig, I do embrace thee, as I would embrace 
The Christian prince, king Henry, were he here.^ 

Mar. Farewell, my lord! Good wishes, praise, and 
prayers, 

Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret. 

Suf, Farewell, sweet madam ! But hark you, Margaret, 
No princely commendations to my king 

Sucli coMiiiciidatioiis as beconae a mstid^ 

A virgin, and his servant, say to him. 

Sm/. Words sweetly plac'd, and modestly directed- 
But, madam, I must trouble you again,—* 

No loving token to his majesty? 

Mar. Yes, my good lord ; a pure tmspotted heart. 
Never yet taint with love, I send the king. 

Swf. And this withal. [Kisses her. 

Mar. That for thyself; I will not so presume, 

To send such peevish tokens to a king. 

[Ex&mt Rbigniek- and Makga.s.kt. 
Suf. 0, wert thou for myself! — ^But, Suffolk, stay ; 
'Riou mayst not wander in that labyrinth ; 

There Minotaurs, and ugly treasons, lurk. 

Solicit Henry with her wondrous praise : 

B^ink thee on her virtues that surmount ; 

Mad, natural graces that extinguish art ; 

Eepmt their semblance often on the seas, 

That, when thou com’st to kneel at Henry’s feet, 

Thou mayst bereave him of his wits with wonder. \_Mxit 

SCENE W.—Camp o/iAe Duke of York, m Anjou, 
jatfer York, Warwick, and others. 

York. Bring forth diat sorceress, condemn’d to bmiu 
Enter La Pucelle, guarded, and a Shepherd. 

Shep. Ah, Joan! this kills thy father’s heart ontrighf I 
Have I sought every wnntrv far and near. 
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And, n«w if i’l my tditmr*' fn flud fliw «nt, 

Mn«t I Irt'holii thy tiiiK’lrw rriifl dintfhf 
Ab, Jiwnit 1 11 (li** wifli 

Pm\ llm'iirpif !** 

I inn driffiMb’d nfii gfiillrr bliKHl ; 

Thim »it tw n<»r in» l'n«*ftd, «d‘miw, 

Shf*p* f Inf, mil My limis, iin plfiiM* ynn, *l k jp 
I diti Irgrt ii«*r iitl ftsf' pinriilt kijfiww : 

Ilfrmotlirr Itvrth yd, van 

Him wiw fitf flwl finif of my ljnrht’U»rdn|i, 

IF<*n Cjfmrriwi! wilt flu**! drny thy 

VQfk* Thii iurgitfi wimt hfr lumi of liif# |»tli b«p«n i 


Ovd itnwi tl«m art «. cwliijp of my dpih ; 

And for thj lutvo I ilnnl iiwiiy ii tmr ; 

Deny me not, I prithee Joim, 
i*m, Piwimt, luinmf ! Yoo inm* ioU»rij'd Ihii tmu 
Of |«ir|MW<* tonlwrme my oohh* hirfh, 

S/ii'p, 'T in fro«% I ft n<»l«!e to fhi« |irir»il» 

The tnotn thiif 1 wiw wo^hfi^d to lui mothfr. 

Kneel dimu imd fftkr my ftootl my ^irl, 


Or l4%l^ worn thou duld ki¥t* mv 


Diwl tllim <h’oy thy mthri, t'm-eii ilmlil 
O, btirw iirf> toun io-r ; h m^uof m t««i giwtf 
Y0fL Tnkf tier mm t for ihr Itttfh ItvY; 


Mpii-r-id 









94 K.ING HENKY VI.-PART 1. [Act V. 

To work exceeding miracles on earth. 

I never had to do with wicked spirits : 

But you,— that are polluted with your lusts, 

Stain’d with the guilllps blood of innocents. 

Corrupt and tainted with a thousand vices,— 

Because you want the grace that others have, 

Tou judge it straight a thing impossible 
To compass wonders, but by help of devils. 

No, misconceived ! Joan of Arc hath been 
A virgin fiom her tender infancy, 

Chaste and immaculate in very thought ; 

Whose maiden blood, thus rigorously efliis’d, 

Will cry for vengeance at the gates of heaven. 

York. Ay, ay ; — away with her to execution. ^ 

And hark ye, siis j because she is a maid, 
Spare for no fagots, let there be enow ; 

Place barrels of pitch upon the fatal stake. 

That so her torture may be shortened. 

Fm, Will nothing turn your unrelenting hearts « 
Then, Joan, discover thine infirmity j 
That wan-anteth by law to be thy privilege. 

I am with cluld, ye bloody homicides : 

Murther not then the fruit within my womb, 

Although ye hale me to a violent death. 

York. Now Heaven forefendl the holy maid with child. 
War. The greatest miracle that e’er ye wrought ; 

Is all your strict preciseness come to this ? 

York. She and the dauphin have been jugglin* 

I did imagine wbat would be ber refuge. 

War. Well, go to ; we will have no bastards live ; 
Especially, since Charles must father it. 

Pttc. You are deceiv’d ; my child is none of his j 
It was Alenqon that enjoy’d my love. 

York. Alengon ! that notorious Machiavel ! 

It dies, an if it had a thousand lives. 

Ptic. 0, give me leave, I have deluded you ; 

*T was neither Charles nor yet the duke I nam’d, 

But Reignier, king of Naples, that prevail’d. 
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W<zr* A imarrunl man ! that 'i nurtt intt^lfrahl^*. 
I'VA Why, lune V a girl I 1 thiiA tthc hmm$ not Wfil, 
Thorn wore so many, whom siio may aor oso. 

Waf. It ’h sign she hath Ikwi Hhoml mtil fm\ 

York And yet, forsm^th, she in a virgin |Htre. 


Use no entreaty, i«)r nt is in vani. 


May never glorions stm vetlex l»» l>eam* 


U 

B 


Tlaai font accnrsed minisfer (h'lodl 1 

Enf^t CARDiNAn Biuo'fomt, ofAvnM/* 
(fa7\ Lord regent, I do grei*f your exeellenee 
With U •tters td* ‘•(anmi\Hio!i from the king, 

F<»r know, my lords, flie states of Chri%f«iinlom, 
Mov’d with reinorie (i>f these oitfriigeiOB hmils, 
Have earnestly imt»lorM it gioieral |«otfe 
Betwixt onr nation and the iw|aring Freiirh ; 


Unr grtttt Iimgemffji'rt had rsinqtiere'i ? 

O. Wftrwielt, Wavwtek! I forww wah grfcf 
The utter hrts ttf all tin* realm of Franee, 
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It shall be with such strict and severe covenants 
As little shall the Frenchmen gain thereby. 

Cha.ri.es, attended ) Alenqon, Bastard, 
Reignier, and others. 

Char, Since, lords of England, it is thus agreed 
That peaceful truce shall be proclaim’d in France, 

We come to be informed by yourselves 
What the conditions of that league must be. 

Yorh, Speak, Winchester ; for boiling choler chokes 
The hollow passage of my poison’d voice, 

By sight of these our baleful® enemies. 

Win. Charles, and the rest^ it is enacted thus , 

That, in regard king Henry gives consent, 

Of mere compassion and of lenity, 

To ease your country of distressful war, 

And suffer you to breathe in fruitful peace, 

You shall become true liegemen to his crown : 

And, Charles, upon condition thou wilt swear 
To pay him tribute, and submit thyself. 

Thou shalt be plac’d as viceroy under him. 

And still enjoy thy regal dignity. 

Alen. Must he be then as shadow of himself f 
Adorn his temples with a coronet ; 

And yet, in substance and authority, 

Retain but privilege of a private man ? 

This proffer is absurd and reasonless. 

Char. ’T is known already that I am possess’d 
With more than half the Gallian territories, 

And therein reverenc’d for their lawful king : 

Shall I, for lucre of the rest unvanq^uish'd, 

Detract so much fromr that prerogative, 

As to be call’d but viceroy of the whole? 

No, lord ambassador ; I ’ll rather keep 
That which I have, than, coveting for more, 

Be cast from possibility of all. 

Y(yrh, Insulting Charles I hast tliou by secret means 
Used interc^ion to obtain a league ; 

® RafejdJ — baneful. 
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And, now* the matter grows to compromise, 

Stand’st thou aloof upon comparison ? 

Either accept the title thou usurp’st, 

Of benefit proceeding from our king. 

And not of any challenge of desert, 

Or we will plague thee with incessant wars. 

My lord, you do not well in obstinacy 
To cavil in the course of this contract : 

If once it be neglected, ten to one, 

We shall not find like opportunity. 

Alen. To say the truth, it is your policy, 

To save your subjects from such massacre, 

And ruthless slaughters, as are daily seen 
By our proceeding in hostility : 

And therefore take this compact of a truce, 

Although you break it when your pleasiare serves. 

\Aside^ to Charles. 
War. How say^st thou, Charles ? shall our condition 
stand ? 

C/iar. It shall : 

Only reserv’d, you claim no interest 
In any of our towns of garrison. 

Tor^. Then swear allegiance to his majesty ; 

As thou art knight, never to disobey. 

Nor be rebellious to the crown of England, 

Tlwn, nor thy nobles, to the crown of England.— 

Charles, a?id the rest, give toTcem offealiy. 
So, now dismiss your army when ye please ; 

Hang up your ensigns, let your drums be still. 

For here we entertain a solemn peace. [Ex&mt, 

SCENE V. — London. A Boom in the Balace. 

Enter Kino- Henry, in conference toith Suffolk ; 
Glosteb and Exeter / oJfoiomy.. 

K. Hen. Your wondrous rare description, noble earl, 
Of beauteous Margaret hath astonish’d me : 
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Her virtues, graced with external gifts, 

Do breed love’s settled passions in nay heart : 

And like as rigour of tempestuous gusts 
Provoikes the mightiest hulk against the tide, 

So am I driven, by breath of her renown, 

Either to suffer shipwrack, or arrive 
Where I may have firuition of her love. 

Suf. Tush ! my good lord ! this superficial tale 
Is but a preface of her worthy praise : 

The chief perfections of that lovely dame 
(Had I sufficient skill to utter them) 

Would make a volume of enticing lines, 

Able to ravish any dull conceit. 

And, which is more, she is not so divine, 

So full replete with choice of all delights, 

Bul^ with as humble lowliness of mind, 

She is content to be at your command ; 

Command, I mean, of virtuous chaste intents, 

To love and honour Henry as her lord. 

JT, JHen. And otherwise will Henry ne’er presume. 
Themfcare, my lord protector, give consent 
That Margaret may be England’s royal queai. 

GZo, So should I give consent to flatter sin. 

You know, my lord, your highness is betroth’d 
Unto another lady of esteem ; 

How shall we then dispense with that contract, 

And not deface your honour wifii reproach I 
Suf. As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths ; 

Or one that, at a triumph having vow'd 
To try his strength, forsaketh yet the lists 
By reason of his adversary’s odds : 

A poor earl’s daughter is imequal odd^ 

And thcarefore may be broke without offence- 

6rfo. Why, what, I pray, is Margaret more than tliat f 
Her father is no better th^ an earl. 

Although in glorious titles he excd. 

Suf, Yes, my lord, her ftither is a king, 
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The king of Naples and Jerusalem ; 

And of such great authority in France 
As his alliance will confirm our peace, 

And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance. 

Glo, And so the earl of Armagnac may do, 

Because he is near kinsman unto Charles. 

Bxe. Beside, his wealth doth warrant a liberal dower, 
Where Reignier sooner will receive than give. 

Suf, A dower, my lords ! disgrace not so your king, 
That he should be so abject, base, and poor. 

To choose for wealth, and not for perfect love. 

Henry is able to enrich his queen. 

And not to seek a queen to make him rich : 

So worthless peasants bargain for their wives, 

As market-men for oxen, sheep, or horse. 

Marriage is a matter of more worth 
Than to be dealt in by attorneyship ; 

Not whom we will, but whom his grace affects, 

Must be companion of his nuptial bed : 

And therefore, lords, since he affects her most, 

It most of all these reasons bindeth us. 

In our opinions she should be preferred. 

For what is wedlock forced but a hell, 

An age of discord and continual strife ? 

Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliss, 

And is a pattern of celestial peace. 

Whom should we match with Henry, being a king, 

But Margaret, that is daughter to a Mng ? 

Her peerless feature, joined with her birth, 

Approves her fit for none but for a king : 

Her valiant courage, and undaunted spirit^ 

(M ore than in women commonly is seen,) 

Will answer our hope in issue of a king ; 

For Henry, son unto a conqueror. 

Is likely to beget more conquerors, 

If with a lady of so high resolve 

As is fair Margaret he be link’d in love. 
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Then yield, my lords ; amd here conclude with me. 
That Margaret shall be queen, and none but she. 

K. Hen. Whether it be dirough force of your teport, 
My noble lord of Suffolk ; or for that 
My tender youth was never yet attaint 
With any passion of inflaming love, 

I cannot tell ; but this I am assur’d, 

I feel such sharp dissentlon in my breast, 

Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear, 

As I am sick with working of my thoughts. 

Take, therefore, shipping ; post, my lord, to France ; 
Agree to any covenants ; and procure 
That lady Margaret do vouchsafe to come 
To cross the seas to England and be crown’d 
King Henry’s faithful and anointed queen : 

For your expenses and sufficient charge^ 

Among the people gather up a tenth. 

Be gone, I say; for, till you do return, 

I rest perplexed with a thousand cares. 

And you, good uncle, banish all offence : 

If you do censure® me bv what you were. 

Not what you axe, I know it will excuse 
This sudden execution of my will. 

And so conduct me, where, from company, 

I may revolve and ruminate my grief. [Exit. 

Gh. Ay, grief, I fear me, both at first and last. 

\Exetmt Glos. and ExKTnit. 
Suf, Thus Suffolk hath prevail'd ; and thus he goes, 
As did the youthful Paris once to Greece; 

With hope to find the like event in love. 

But prosper better than the Trojan did. 

Margaret shall now be queen, and rule the king ; 

, But I will rule bofli her, the Hug, and realm, f EjoL 

* Cfejwttre— judge. 


iSn’tr of l^enrg I. 
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This drama appears in the original folio edition of 
Shakspere’s plays under the title of ‘ The Second Part 
of Henry the Sixt^ with the Death of the Grood Duke 
Humfrey.’ Ih the form in which it has been trans- 
mitted to us by the editors of that first collected edition 
of our author, it had not been previously printed* But 
in 1594 there appeared a separate play, in quarto, under 
the following title : — ‘ The First Part of the Contention 
betwiict the two famous Houses of Yorke and Lancaster, 
with the Death of the Good Duke Hmnplirey, and the 
Barushment and Death of the Duke of Suffolke, and 
the Tragical End of the proud Cardinal! of Winchester, 
with the notable Rebellion of Jack Cade, and the Duke 
of Yorkes first Claime unto the Croime. Printed by 
Thomas Creede for Thomas Millington.’ This play, in 
the entire conduct of the scenes, and in a great measure 
in the dialogue, is ‘ The Second Part of Henry the Sixt’ 
But the alterations and additions are so considerable in 
amount that it has been doubted whether the original 
authorship belongs to Shakspere. The whole dramatic 
conception is in the original play, and we, therefor^ 
have no doubts upon the matter. 

Sir Walter Scott somewhere speaks, through one of 
his characters, of the "Lancastrian prgudicea” of 
Shakspere. The great novelist had probably in his 
mind the dehneadon of Richard. But it would be 
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difficult, w« think, to have conducted the entire chro- 
nicle history of the ‘ Contention between the two famous 
Houses of York and Lancaster ’ with more rigid im- 
partiality. This just and tolerant view of human events 
and characters constitutes one of the most remarkable 
peculiarities of the mind of Shakspere. Let us turn to 
the very first scenes of these dramas, and we shall find 
the character of the Lancastrian Margaret gradually 
displaying itself in an aptitude for bold and dangerous 
intrigue, founded upon her pride and impatience of a 
rival in authority. The Duchess of Gloster is tempted 
by her own weak ambition to meddle with the “ lime- 
twigs ” that have been set for her. But it is the pas- 
sionate hatred of Margaret^ lending itself to schemes of 
treachery and bloodshed, that drives on the murder of 
the good Duke Humphrey.’’ With the accomplices 
of Margaret the retribution is instant and terrible. Ihe 
banished Suffolk falls, not by the hand of the law, but 
by some mysterious agency which appears to have 
armed against him a power mightier than the law, 
which seizes upon its victim with an obdurate ferocity, 
and hurries him to death in the name of a wild and 
irregular justice. To the second great conspirator against 
the Protector the retribution is even more fearful — the 
death, not of violence, but of mental torture, far more 
terrible than any bodily pain. The justice which fol- 
lowed the other conspirator against Humphrey had not 
yet unsheathed its sword. His punishment was post- 
poned till the battle-day of Wakefield. 

The scenes of the first four acts of the Second Part of 
‘ Henry VI.’ may appear to a superficial observation to 
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be very slightly linked with the after-scenes of the great 
contest of the Roses. But it was the object of the poet 
to show the beginnings of faction, continued onward in 
the same form from the previous drama. The Pro- 
tectorship was essentially a government of weakness, 
through the jealousies which it engendered and the 
intiigues by which it was smTOunded. But the removal 
of the Protector left the government naore weak, sub- 
jected as it then was to the capricious guidance of the 
imbecility erf Henry and the violence of Margaret. Of 
such a rule popular commotions are the natural fruit. 
The author of the ‘ Contention,’ with a depth of political 
wisdom which Shakspere invariably displays, has ex- 
hibited the insurrection of Cade as a movement of the 
most bratal ignorance, instigated by a coarse ruffian^ 
upon promises which could be realised in no condition 
of society, and for ends which proposed only such peace 
and security as would result from the overthrow of all 
rule and order. Nor are these remarkable scenes an 
episode only in this great dramatic history. Cade 
perishes, but York is in arms. The civil war is founded 
upon the popular tumult. 

The civil wax is begun. The Yorkists are in the 
field. The poet has delineated the character of their 
leader with a nice discrimination, and certainly with- 
out any of the coarseness of partisanship. He conveys 
to us that York is ambitious and courageous, but some- 
what weak, and, to a great extent, a puppet in the 
hands of others. In the early scene in the Temple- 
garden his ambition is rashly discovered, in a war of 
^ords, commenced in accident and terminated in fruit- 
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less passion. The full development of bis ambition is 
the result of bis estimation of the character of Henry, 
and his sense of the advantage which he derives from 
the factions which grow out of an imbecile government. 
But be is still only a dissembler, exciting bis fancies 
with some shadowy visions of a crown, lending himself 
to the dark intrigues of bis natural and avowed enemies, 
and calling up the terrible agency of popular violence, 
reckless of any consequences so that confusion be pro- 
duced. The schemes of York are successful, and be is 
at length in arms. But he still dissembles. Passion, 
however, precipitates that decided movement which 
prudence would have avoided; and the battle of St. 
Alban’s is the result. 
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Xbaa this kind kiss.— O Lord, that lends me life^ 

Uud me a heart replete with thankfulness ! 

^ thou hast pren me, in this beauteous face, 

A world of earthly blessings to my ^ul. 

If sympathy of love unite om thoughts. us 

a. S'. Great king of England, and my gracious 

The muti:^ conference t^t my inind hath had, 

Hy day* by nightj-— wakingj aiw in my oreams,— — 

In courtly company, or at my beads,— 

With you mine alder-liefest sovereign, 

Malces me tlie bolder to salute my 
With ruder terms, such as my wit anords, 

And over-joy of heart doth minister* 

K Hen. Her sight did ravish ; but her grace in speech. 
Her "words y-clad with wisdom’s majesty. 

Makes me fmm wondering fall to weeping joys ; 

Such is the fulness of my heart’s content. 
jU»rd», with one cheerful voice welcome my love. 

AU. liong live queen Margaret, England s 

happine^ ! 

0. Mar. We thank you all* iFlourish. 

Suf. My lord protector, so it please your grace, 

Here aie the articles of contracted peace. 

Between our sovereign and the French king Charles, 

For eighteen months concluded by consent. 

Gh. [ “ Imprimis, It is agreed between the 
Fiwi king, Charles, and William de la Poole, mar- 
quess of Suffolk, ambassador for Henry king of Eng- 
ttad. that the said Henry shall espouse the lady Mar- 
gardf, danghte imto Reignier king of N'aples, Sicilia, 
awl Jerusalem ; and crown her queen of England, ei*e 
thf diirtieth of May next ensuing. — Item, — That the 
duchy of Anjou and the county of Maine sjrall be 
reiesased and delivered to the king her father” — 

JT. Hm. Uncle, how now ? 

* Alder^Ue/est — dearest of ell. 
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Glo. Pardon me, gracious lord j 

^Oxne sudden qualm hatli struck me at the heart, 

dimm’d mine eyes, that I can read no further. 

JfT. jETen. Uncle of Winchester, I pray, read on. 

Car. “ Item, — It is further agreed between them, 
the duchies of Anjou and Maine shall be released 
delivered over to the king her father;^ and she 
over of the king of England’s own proper cost 
charges, without having any dowry.” 

JT. Hen. They please us well. — Lord marquess, kneel 
down; 

e here create thee the first duke of Suffolk, 

:^Tid girt thee with the sword. Cousin of York, 
e here discharge your grace from being regent 
the parts of Fiance, till term of eighteen mondis 
full expir’d. Thanks, uncle Winchester, 
^rToster, York, Buckingham, Somerset, 

S^SLlisbury, and Warwick; 

VV e thank you all fur this great favour done, 

Ixx. entertainment to my piincely queen. 

Oome, let us in ; and with all speed provide 
see her coronation be perform’d. 

[Exeunt King, Queen, and Suffolk. 
Glo. Brave peers of England, pillars of the state, 
To you duke Humplirey must unload his grief; 
Your grief, the common grief of all the land. 

^^V^hat 1 did my brother Henry spend his youth, 

JpCis valour, coin, and people, in the wars? 

he so often lodge in open field, 

Xxi ■winter’s cold, and summer’s parching heat, 

*To conquer France, his true inheritance? 

-Ajcxd did my brother Bedford toil his wits, 

T* o keep by policy what Henry got? 

XdCstve you yourselves, Somerset, Buckingham, 

Xiira,ve York, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick, 
X^oceiv’d deep scars in France and Normandy ? 

Ok* Lath mine uncle Beaufort, and myself 
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With all the learned council of 
Studied so long, sat in the counoMous , 

Early and late, d^tmg to ^n j 

How Erance and Frenchmen might he q) 

And hath his highness in h^ infancy 
Been crown’d in Pans, in de^rte of fo^ 

And shall these labours, *^XncI 

Shall Henry’s conquest, ® Js 

Your deeds of war, and all om oo^ 

O peers of England, shamefal is 1®^®. ' 

Patal this marriage 1 cancelling your f , 
BlSnTyoTnaies tom boohs of memory ; 

This pexoratioii witii sucKcirctiixis ance . 

For ;^ce, ’t is outs; and we ’^Bke^ 

Glo. Ay, uncle, we wiU k w i^ « we can , 

But now it is impossible we “OiUd : 

Suffolk, the new-made duk;^ ^at 
Hath given the ducHes of Anjou M^e 
Unto L poor king Reigmer, whose la^e style 

Agrees not with the all 

Sal. Now, by the death of «>at died to all. 

These counties were ^ keys of ‘ ^ 

But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant tra T 
War. For grieff that they are past recovery . 

Vnr were there hope to conquer them again, 

My ^rd ^md shed hot blood, mine eyes no tears. 

Sou and Maine ! myself did wm bo& ; _ 

Those provinces these arms of mme i <1 

And aie the cities that I got woim^ 

Deliver’d ujp again with peaceful words . 

^Fh^l^For Suffolk’s duk^ may he be suffocate, ' 
That f^^TYia the honour of this warlike isle . 
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France shonld have tom and. rent my very heart 
Before I would have yielded to this league. 

I never read but England’s kings have had 
Large sums of gold, and dowries, with their wives : 

And our king Henry gives away his own, 

To match with her fliat brings no vantages. 

Gh. A proper jest, and never heard before;, 

That Suffolk should demand a whole fifteenth. 

For costs and charges in transporting her 1 
She should have stay’d in France, and starv’d in France 
Before — — ’ 

Car. My lord of Gloster, now you grow too hot 5 
It was the pleasure of my lord the king. 

Gh. My lord of Winchester, I know your mind ; 

’T is not my speeches that you do mislike, 

But ’t is my presence that doth trouble you. 

Rancour will out : Proud prelate, in thy face 
I see thy fury : if I longer stay 
We shall begin our ancient bickerings. 

Lordings, farewell ; and say, when I am gone, 

I prophesied — ^France will be lost ere long. [JCxit. 

Ca7\ So, there goes our protector in a rage. 

’T is known to you he is mine enemy ; 

Nay, more, an enemy unto you all ; 

And no great friend, I fear me, to the king. 

Consider, lords, — lie is the next of blood. 

And heir apparent to the English crown ; 

Had Henry got an empire by his marriage, 

And all the wealthy kingdoms of the west^ 

There’s reason he should be displeas’d at it. 

Look to it, lords ; let not his smoothing words 
Bewitch your hearts; be wise, and circumspect 
>’^at, though the common people favour him, f 
Calling him — " Humphrey, the good duke of CHoster V^ 
Clapping their hands, and crying with loud voice — 
Jesu maintain your royal excellence !’’ 

With — " God preserve the good duke Humphrey !” 
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I fear me, lords,' for all this flattering gloss. 

He will be fotind a dangerous protector. 

JBuckt Why should he then protect our sovereig 
He being of age to govern of himself? 

Cousin of Somerset join you with me, 

And^ all together wifii the duke of Suifolk, 

W^e 11 quickly hoise duke Humphrey from his se 
Car, This weighty business will not brook deh 
I II to the duke of Sufiblk presently. f 

ScTn. Cousin of Buckingham, though Hump] 
prid^ 

And greatness of his place, be grief to us. 

Yet let us watch the haughty cardinal ; 

His insolence is more intolerable 
Than all the princes in the land beside ; 

If G-loster be displacM, he ‘11 be protector. 

Or thou, or I, Somerset, will be protector 
Despite duke Humphrey, or the Cardinal. 

[Exmnt Buckingha:^ an^fSoMKi 
Sa?. Pride went before, ambition follows him. 
WMle these do labour for their own preferment, 
Behoves it us to labour for the realm. 

I never saw but Humphrey duke of Gloster 
Did bear him like a noble gentleman. 

Oft have I seen the haughty cardinal 

More like a soldier than a man o’ the church. 

As stout and proud as he were lord of all— 

Swe^ like a rufSan, and demean himself 
XJn like the ruler of a commonweal. 

Warwick, my son, the comfort of my age I 
^y deeds, thy plainness, and thy housekeeping 
Hath won ftie greatest favour of the commons, 
-Kxc^jtmg n<me hut good duke Humphrey. 

And, broker York, thv acts in Ireland, 
to bringing them to civil discipline ; 

late eacploits, done in the heart of France, 
Wnm thou wert regent for our sovereign, 
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ive ma(l« thee fear'd and honour'd of the people : 
in we together, for the public good ; 
what we can, to bridle and suppress 
e pride of Sutfolk, and the cardinal, 
itb Somersets anti Buckingham's ambituiii 5 
id, as we may, cherish dwke Humphrey's dwii 
hile they do tend the profit of the land. 

Ww* ^ God help Warwick, as he loves the land, 
id common proHt of his country ! 

Tork And m says York, for he hath greafwt mnm, 
SaL Then let 's make haste away, and Itxik unto Iht 
main. 

Tfan Unto the main I 0 father* Maine is lost j 
lat Maine, which hy main force Warwick did win. 
id would have kept, so long as l»reath tlid la»^ ; 
lin chance, father, yon meant; but I meant Maine; 
hich I will win from France, or else !»<• slain, 

Wah. mid Hai,* 

TorL Anjou and Maine are given to the Fjcm b *, 

ris is lost; the state of Normandy 

mds on a tickle*' iHiirit, now they ate gone ; 

tfolk concludeii on the articles; 

le peens agreetl ; and Henry was well plras'd, 

► change two dukedoms for a duke's fair dangl iter. 

annot blame them all i Wliat ii't to them I 

is thine tliey give away, and not their own* 

rates may make cheap r^rmywurtlis of ihtlr pillage, 

id purchase friends, and give to courtMm§i 

ill revelling, like lonls, till all Ij# gemit 

Mle m the lOly owner of the gomls 

'eepi over tb,em, and wrings his liaplMi 

wl ihakei Ms h«id, and trembling staiMis aloof, 

Ml# all is ^sar'd, wd all is bomt away 1 
Mly to starve and dart not tmiob his own* 

York must sit, iukI and bite hk 
hik Im own li^ mm b«i|^*4 ^ aM mm^ 
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Methinks, “ftie reakas of England, France, and Ii 
Bear that proportion to my flesh and blood 
As did the fatal brand Althea biun’d. 

Unto the prince’s heart of Calydon.^ 

Anjou and Maine, both given unto the French I 
Cold news for me ; for I had hope of France, 
Even as I have of fertile England’s soil. 

A day will come when York shall claim his own 
And therefore I will take the Nevils’ parts. 

And make a show of love to proud duke Humph 
And, when I spy advantage, claim the crown. 
For that ’s the golden mark I seek to hit : 

Nor shall proud Lancaster usurp my right. 

Nor hold tihe sceptre in his childish fist, 

Nor wear the diadem upon his head. 

Whose church-like humours fit not for a crown. 
Then, York, be still awhile, till time do serve : 
Watch thou, and wake, when others be asleep. 
To pry into the secrets of the state ; 

Till Hairy, surfeiting in joys of love. 

With his new bride, and England’s dear-bought 
And Humphrey with the peers be fall’n at jars : 
Then will I raise aloft the milk-white rose. 

With who^ sweet smell the air shall be perfiun’c 
And in my standard bear the arms of York, 

To grapple with the house of Lancaster; 

And, force perforce, I ’ll make him yield the cro 
Wh(Ke booKish rule hath pull’d foir England do^ 

SCENE IL — The same, A Room in the Dui 
Grioster’s Home, 

Enter GnosTER and th£ Duchess. 
Duck, Why droops my lord, like over-ripen’d 

Meleager, the prince of Calydon, died in great tc 
when his mother Althea threw into the flames the fii 
the preservation of which his life depended. 
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ngmg the head at Ceres’ plenteoir# load f 
ly doth the great duke Iluiuphrey knit his brows, 
frowning at the favours of the worjdlf 
ly are thine eyes fix’d to the sullen earth, 

«ng on that which seems to dim thy sight $ 

»at seest thoiu there f king Henry’s diiwiem, 
clias’d with all the honours of the world f 
JO, gaze on, and grovel on tliy face, 
til thy head he circled with the lame. 
t forth thy hand, reach at the glonous gold : 
mt, is ’t too short I 1 11 lengthen it with mines 
d, having both together heav’d it up, 

8 11 both together lift our heads to heav’ni 
d never more abase our sight so low 
to vouchsafe one glimce unto the ground. 

Ok. 0 Nell, sweet Nell, if thou dost love thy lord, 
nish the canker of Jimbitious tlunights i 
id may that iliotight, v'hesi 1 isniigine ill 
;ainst my kisig ami nephew, virlumis Henry, 
my last breathing in this mortal world 1 
f troublous <lream this night doth make me lad. 

Duck What dream’d my lorti I tell me, ami 1 11 
quite it 

ith sweet rehearsal of my morning's tlti’ain. 

Ok, Mediought this staflf, mineoniei^djAiljce In 
as broke in twain j bv wi»ym I have furg<»t, 
it as I tliink, it was by the mrdiiml j 
id, mi the piecijs of the broken wand 
m plac’d the heads of Fidmaid dukt of Btmm^ 
id william de la Fook fimt duke of Suffolk 
ils was my dream ; wimt it doth bidiv <locl loaowi* 
JOmk* Tut tliif w« nothing but an argttittfB% 
mt he thi^ biwks a stlok of Qloatiir’e grove 
all lose bis bead for bis urt^tunplifut. 
it list to me, my Humphrey, my sweet dtiket 
etUought, X sat m seat of majiwty, 
tlie cathedral church of Westmmster, 
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And in tliat chadr where Hngs and queens are crown'd ; 
Wh^e Henry, and dame Margaret, kneel'd to 
And on my head did set the diadem. 

Glo. Nay, Eleanor, then must I chide outright : 
Presumptuous dame, ill-muiur’d Eleanor ! 

Art thou not second woman in the realm ; 

And the protector’s wife, belov’d of him ? 

Hast thou not worldly pleasure at command, 

Above the reach or compass of thy thought? 

And wilt thou still be hammering treachery. 

To tumble down thy husband and thyselj^ 

From top of honour to disgrace’s feet ? 

Away from me, and let me hear no more, 

JDz^h. What, what, my lord ! are you so choleric 
With Eleanor, for telling but her dream ? 

Next time, I ’ll keep my dreams unto myself, 

And not be check’d. 

Glo. Nay, be not angry, I am pleas’d again. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mes. My lord protector, ’t is his highness’ pleasure 
You do prepare to ride imto St. Alban’s, 

Whereas®- ^e king and queen do mean to hawk. 

Glo. I go.— -Come, Nell, thou wilt ride with tis ? 
Duch. Yes, my good lord, I ’ll follow presently. 

\_Exeunt Gloster atid Messenger. 
Follow I must, I cannot go before. 

While Gloster bears this base and humble mind. 

Were I a man, a duk^ and next of blood, 

I would remove these tedious stumbling-blocks, 

And smooth my way upon their headless necks : 

And, being a woman, 1 will not be slack 
To play my part in fortune’s pageant, 

Whare are you there? Sir John! ^ nay, fear not, man. 
We are alone ; here ’s none but thee and I. 

* jyniereas is here used in tire sense of where, 

^ Sir John. Hume was a priest, and receives the title com- 
mon to his order. 
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Enter Hume. 

Hwme. Jesu preserve your royal majesty ! 

Euch. What say’st tliou, majesty ! I am but grates 
Hwwe. But, by the grace of God, and Hume’s advioe. 
Your grace’s title shall be multiplied. 

Buch* What say’st thou, maui hast thou as yet 
ferr’d 

With Margery Jourdain, the cumamg witch ; 

With Roger Bolingbrohe, the conjurer I 
And will they undertake to do me good I 

Eume, liis they have promi^ — ^to show yemr 
highness 

A spirit rais’d from depth of underground, 

That shall make answer to such questions 
As by your ^ce shall be propounded him. 

Bttch. It is enough j 1 11 think upon the questioxts s 
When from St. Alban’s we do make return, 

We ’ll see these things effected to the full. 

Here, Hume, take this reward; make merry, man. 

With thy confederates in this weighty cause. \Ex, Dxxck,. 
JSume. Hume must make merry with the dueHeawa’ 
gold; 

Marry, and shall. But how now, sir John Hume « 

Seal up your lips, and give no words but — mum I 
The business asketh silent secrecy. 

Dame Eleanor gives gold, to bring the witch : 

Gold cannot come amiss, were she a devil. 

Yet have I gold, flies from another coast : 

I dare not say from the rich cardinal. 

And from the great and new-made duke of Suffolk 5 
Yet I do find it so : for, to be plain, 

T^ey, knefwing dame Eleanor’s aspiring humour. 

Hare hired me to undermine the duchess, 

And bu 2 a 5 these conjurations in her brain. 

They say, A crafty knave does need no broker; 

Yet am I Suflfelk and the cardinal’s broker. 
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Hume, if you take not heed, you shall go near 
To call them both a pair of crafty knaves. 

Well, so it stands : And thus, I fear, at last, 

Hume’s knavery will be the duchess’ wrack ; 

And her attainture will be Humphrey’s fall : 

Sort how it will, I shall have gold for all. 

SCENE III . — The same, A Room m the P(dace. 

Enter Peter, and others^ with ^eUtiom, 

1 Pet. My masters, let ’s stand close ; my lord pro- 
tector will come this way by and by, and then we may 
deliver our supplications in the quill.^ 

2 Pet. Marry, the Lord protect him, for he ’s a good 
man ! Jesu bless him ! 

Enter Suffolk and Queen Margaret. 

1 Pet. Here ’a comes, methinks, and the queen with 
him : I ^11 be the first, sure. 

2 Pet. Come back, fool ; this is the duke of Suffolk, 
and not my lord protector. 

Suf. How now, fellow? wouldst anything with me? 

1 Pet. I pray, my lord, pardon me I I took ye for 
my lord protector. 

Q. Mar. [Reading tfw mjp&rsenpidon^ ‘‘ To my lord 
protector I” are your supplications to his lordship? 
Let me see them ; What is thine ? 

1 Pet. Mine is, an’t please your grac^ agaimt John 
Goodman, my lord cardinal’s man, for keeping my 
house, and lands, and wife and all, ftom me. 

Suf. Thy wife too ? that ’s some wrong indeed. — 
What’s yours?— here! [iJeods.] “'Against 
the duke of Suffolk, for enclosing file commons of Mel- 
ford.” — ^How now, sir knave? 

* In the qtdllf or in guUlf must mean written — our written 
petitions. In tEe same way in print means printed. 
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2P«<. Alas, sir, I am but a poor petitioner of our 

ter ThomU Homer, for saying. That the duke of York 
Did the duke of York 

“^i.et^h1l’'S“-rKo, forsooth: my 
„,^tefkrd,Thathewas; and that the kmg was an 

Who is there? \Ewter Servants.]— Take^ this 
feUow in^d send for Hs m^ter with a 
Dresently we 11 hear more of your matter before the 
g^entiy r^xeunf Servants, wtth Peter, 

a Mar. And as for you that love to be protected 
Under the wings of our protector’s grace, 

Begin your suits anew, and sue to him.^^^ 

Awav base cullions !— Suffolk, let them go. ^ 

All Come, let ’s be gone. Petitioners 

Q. Mar. My lord of Suffolk, sa^ is this the giuse. 

Is this the fashions in the court of England i 
Is this the government of Britain’s isl^ 

And this the royalty of Albion’s k^g ? 

What, shall king Henry be a pupil still. 

Under the surly Gloster’s governance? 

Am I a queen in title and in style. 

And must be made a subject to a duke . 

1 thee, Poole, when in the city Tours 
Thm rann’st a tilt in honour of my love. 

And stoTst away the ladies’ hearts of Prance, 

I thought king Hei^ had resembled thee. 

In coorag^ courtship, and proportion : 

But all his mind is bent to holiness, 

To number Ave-Maries on his beads : 

His champions are the prophets and apostles; 

His weapons, holy saws of sacred writ ; 
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His study is his tilt-yard, and his loves 
Axe brazen images of canoniz’d saints. 

I would the college of the cardinals 

Would choose him pope, and carry him to Rome, 

And set the trip«le crown upon his head j 
That were a state fit for his holiness. 

Suf. Madam, be patient: as I was cause 
Your highiiess came to England, so will I 
In England work your grace’s full content. 

Q. Mar. Beside the haughty protector, have we 
Beaufort, t. , - , 

The imperious -churchman ; Somerset, Buckingham, 
And grumbling York : and not the least of these 
But can do more in England than the king. 

Suf. And he of these that can do most of all 
Cannot do more in England than the Nevils : 

Salisbury and Warwick are no simple peers. 

Q. Mar. Not all these lords do vex me half so much 
As that pmud dame, the lord protector’s wife. 

She sweeps it through the court with troops of ladies, 
More like an empress than duke Humphi-ey’s wife ; 
Strangers in court do take her for the queen : 

She bears a duke’s revenues on her back, 

And in her heart she scorns our poverty : 

Shall I not live to be aveng'd on her ? _ 

Contemptuous base-bom callat as she is, 

She vaunted 'mongst her minions t’ other day, 

The very train of her worst wearing-gown 
Was better worth than all my fathers lands, 

Till SuMdk gave two dukedoms for his daughter. 

Stif Madam, myself have lim’d a bush for hex i 
And plac’d a quire of such enticing birds, , 

That she will light to listea to the lays. 

And never mount to trouble you again. 

So, let her rest : And, madam, list to me ; 

For I am hold to counsel you in this : 

Although we fancy not the cardinal. 
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Yet must we join with him, and with the lords, 

Till we have brought duke Humphrey in disgrace. 

As for die duke of York, this late complaint 
Will make but little for his benefit ; 

So, one by one, we ’ll weed them all at last, 

And you yourself shall steer the happy helm. 

Enter King Henhy, York and Somerset conversing 
mth him; Duke and Duchess of Gloster, Car- 
dinal Beaufort, Buckingham, Salisbury, and 
Warwick. 

K. Sen, For my part, noble lords, I care not which 5 
Or Somerset, or York, all ’s one to me. 

York. If York have ill demean’d himself in France, 
Then let him he denay’d® the regentship. 

Som. If Somerset be unworthy of the place, 

Let York be regent, I will yield to him. 

War. Whether your grace be worthy, yea, or no, 
Dispute not that : York is the worthier. 

Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters speak. 
War. The cardinal ’s not my better in the field, 
Bwk. All in this presence are thy betters, Warwick. 
War. Warwick may live to be the best of all. 

Sal. Peace, son ; and show some reason, Buckingham, 
Why Somerset should be preferr’d in this. 

Q. Mar. Because the king, forsooth, will have it so. 
Glo. Madam, the king is old enough himself 
To give his censure tliese are no women’s matters. 

Mar. If he be old enough, what needs your grace 
To be protector of bis excellence ? 

Glo. Madam, I am protector of the realm ; 

And at his pleasure will resign my place. 

Suf. Besign it then, and leave thine insolence. 

Since thou wert king, (as who is king but thou f) 

The commonwealth hath daily run to wrack: 

The dauphin hath prevail’d beyond the seas ; 
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And all tte peers and nobles of the realm 
Have been as bondmen to thy sovereignty. 

Car* The commons bast thou rack’d ; the clergy’s 
bags 

Are lank and lean with thy editions. 

Som* Thy sumptuous buildings, and thy wife’s attire, 
Have cost a mass of public treasury. 

BticK Thy cruelty in execution, 

Upon offenders, hath exceeded law, 

And left thee to the mercy of the law. 

Q. Mar. Thy sale of of&ces, and towns in France, 

If they were known, as the suspect is great, 

Would make thee quickly hop without thy head. 

[Exit Gloster. The Queen drops her fan. 
Give me my fan : What, minion ! can you not $ 

[Gives the Duchess a box on the ear. 
1 cry you mercy, madam ; was it you ? 

Duch* Was ’t I ? yea, I it was, proud Frenchwoman ; 
Could I come near your beauty with my nails, 

I ’d set my ten commandments®' in your face. 

X Hen. Sweet aunt, be quiet ; ’t was against her will. 
Ihieh. Against her will ! Good Mng, lo^ to ’t in time j 
She ’ll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a baby. 
Though in this place most master wear no breeches, 

She shall not strike dame Eleanor unreveng’d. 

[Exit Ducb. 

Biich. liord cardinal, I will follow Eleanor, 
listen after Humphrey, how he proceeds : 

She ’s tickled now : her fume needs no spurs, 

She ’ll gallop fax enough to her destruction. [Ex. Buck. 

Re-'enter Gloster. 

Glo. Now, lords, my choler being over-blown, 

With walking once about the quadrangle, 

» TencrntmcaidToents. This phrase, which might more worthily 
fill the mouth of a lady of the fish-market, was common to the 
dramatists who wrote before the date of this play, and after. 
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I come to talk of commonwealth affairs. 

As for your spiteful false objections, 

Prove them, and I lie open to the law : 

But God in mercy so deal with my soul, 

As I in duty love my king and country ! 

But, to the matter that we have in hand : 

I say, my sovereign, York is meetest man 
To be your regent in the realm of France. 

Sz^, Before we make election, give me leave 
To show some reason, of no little force. 

That York is most unmeet of any man. 

Tor^. I ’ll tell thee, Suffolk, why I am unmeet. 
First, for I cannot flatter thee in pride : 

Nex^ if I be appointed for the place, 

My lord of Somerset will keep me here, 

Without discharge, money, or flirniture, 

Till France be won into Ae dauphin’s hands. 

Last time, I danc’d attendance on his will. 

Till Paris was besieg’d, famish’d, and lost. 

War, That can I witness ; and a fouler fact 
Did never traitor in the land commit. 

Peace, headstrong Warwick ! 

Vfar. Image of pride, why should I hold my peace ? 

JSnter Servants of Suffolk, bringing in Horner and 
Peter. 

Suf. Because here is a man accus’d of treason : 

Pray God, the duke of York excuse himself ! 

Torh, Doth any one accuse York for a traitor ? 

JSC Mm. What mean’st thou, Suffolk ? Tell me : 
What are these? 

Suf. Please it your majesty, this is the man 
That doth accuse his master of high treason : 

His words were these ; — that Richard, duke of York, 
Was rightful heir unto the English crown ; 

And that your majesty was an usurper. 

K. Mm. Say, man, were these thy words f 
VOL. TT. T 
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Hbr. An ’t slmll please your majesty* I never said 
nor thonght any sucn matter : God is my witness, I am 
falsely accused by the villain. 

JPet. By these ten bones,® my lords, [hoMing wg hia 
hands] be did speak them to me in the garret one night, 
as we were scouring my lord of York’s armour. 

York, Base dungbiU villain, and mechanical, 

I ’ll have thy head for this thy traitor’s speech : — 

I do beseech your royal majesty, 

Let him have all the rigour of the law. 

Hor, Alas, my lord, hang me if ever I spake the 
words. My accuser is my prentice; and when I did 
correct him for his fault the other day, he did vow upon 
his knees he would be even with me : I have good wit- 
ness of this ; therefore, I beseech your majesty, do not 
cast away an honest man for a villain’s accusation. 

JKl Men. Uncle, what shall we say to this in law ? 

Glo. This doom, my lord, if I may judge. 

Let Somerset be regent o’er the French, 

Because in York this br^ds suspicion ; 

And let these have a day appointed them 
For single combat, in convenient place ; 

For he hath witness of his servant’s malice : 

This is the law, and this duke Humphrey’s doom, 

Som. I humbly thank your royal majesty. 

Hor. And I accept the combat willingly. 

JPet. Alas, my lord, I cannot fight ; for God’s sake, 
pity my case I the spite of man pxevaileth against me. 
O Lord, have mercy upon me f I shall never be able 
to fight a blow : O Lord, my heart ! 

Glo. Sirrah, or you must fight^ or else be bang’d. 

JBJ. Men* Away with them to prison : and the day 
Of combat shall be the last of the next month. — 

Com^ Somerset, we ’ll see thee sent away. 

® Tm bones. This is an ancient adjuration. 
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SCENE IV . — The same. The Duke of Gloster’^ 
Garden. 

Enter Margebt Jourdain, Hume, Southwell, 
and Bolingbroke. 

Bume. Gome, my masters; the duchess, I tell you, 
expects performance of your promises. 

Boling. Master Hume, we are therefore provided : 
Will her ladyship behold and hear our exorcisms % 
Bums. Ay : What else % ffear you not her courage. 
Boling. I have heard her reported to be a woman of 
an invincible spirit : But it shall be convenient, master 
Hume, that you be by her aloft while we be busy below ; 
and so, I pray you, go in GK)d’s name, and leave us. 
[BzU Hume.1 Mother Jourdain, be you prostrate, 
and grovel on the earth : John Southwell, read you; and 
let us to our work. 

Enter Duchess, alone. 

Buch. Well said, my masters; and welcome all. 
To this geer ; the sooner the better. 

Boling. Patience, good lady; wizards know their 
times : 

De^ night, dark night, the silent of the night. 

The time of night when Troy was set on fire ; 

The time when screech-owls cry, and ban-dogs howl, 
And spirits walk, and ghosts break up their graves, 

That time best fits the work we have in hand. 

Madam, mt you, and fear not ; whom we rais^ 

We^\i^ make ^t within a hallow’d verge. 
iBere they perform the ceremonies appertaining, and 
make ihe cvrcle; Bolingbrokb, or Southwell, 
reads, Conjuro te, &c. It thunders and lightens 
terribly ; then the Spirit riseth. 

Spir. Adsum. 

M. Jourd. Asmath, 
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By the eternal God, whose name and power 
Thou tremblest at, answer that I shall ask ; 

For till thou speak thou shalt not pass from henoe. 

Spir. Ask what thou wilt: That I had said and done I 
Boling. First of the king. What shall of him 
become ?” [Reading out of a paper. 

Spir. The dxike yet lives that Henry shall depose ; 
But him outlive, and die a violent death, 

the Spirit speaks, Southwell writes theansw&r. 
Boling. What fates await the duke of Suffolk?” 
Spir. By water shall he die, and take his end. 
Boling. “What shall befall the duke of Somerset?’^ 
Spir. Let him shun castles ; 

Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains, 

Than where castles mounted stand. 

Have done, for more I hardly can endure. 

Boling. Descend to darkness and the burning lake : 
False fiend, avoid! [Thunder and Ughtmng. Spirit 
descends. ' 

Ender York a/nd Buckingham, hmtiVg, with iheir 
Guards, and others. 

York. Lay hands upon these traitors, and their trash. 
Beldame, I think, we watch’d you at an inch. — 

What, madam, are you there ? the king and commonweal 
Axe deeply indebted for this piece of pains; 

My loni protector will, I doubt it not, 

See you well guerdon’d for these good deserts. 

Buck. Not half so bad as thine to England’s king, 
Inj-urious duke; that threat’st where is no cause. 

Buck. True, madam, none at all. What call you this? 

[Showing her the papers. 
Away with them ; let them be clapp’d up close, 

And kept asunder -You, madam, shall with us : — 
Stafford, take her to thee. [Exit DucHEss/rom aJbove. 
We’ll see your trinkets here all forthcoming ; 

All away I [Exeunx Gnai tls, with South., Boling., ^c. 
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York. Lord Buckingbam, mefJbinlcs you watch‘’d bei 
well: 

A pretty plot^ well chosen to build upon : 

Now, pray, my lord, let ’s see the devirs writ 
What have we here? [Reads. 

“ The duke yet lives that Henry shall depose ; 

But him outlive, and die a violent death/’ 

Why, this is just^ 

Aio fe, JSaAdaj Romanos mncere posse. 

Well, to the rest ; 

“ Tell me, what fate awaits the duke of Suffolk I 
By water shall he die, and take his end. — 

What shall betide the duke of Somerset % 

Let him shun castles ; 

Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains. 

Than where castles mounted stand,” 

Come, come, my lords ; 

These oracles are hardily attain’d, 

And hardly understood. 

The king is now in progress toward St. Alban’s, 

With him the husband of this lovely lady : 

Thither go these news, as fast as horse can carry them 5 
A sorry breakfast for my lord protector. 

BiLck. Your grace shall give me leave, my lord of York, 
To be the post, in hope of his reward. 

York. At your pleasure, my good lord. — 

Who ’s within there, ho ! 

Enier a Servant. 

Invite my lords of Salisbury and Warwick 

To sup with me to-morrow night. — ^Away ! f Exmmt, 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. — Saint Albaii’s. 

Enter Kiis^a Henry, Queen Margaret, Geoster, 
Cardinal, and Suffolk:, with Falcsoners Tiollaing, 

Q. Mar, Believe me, lords, for flying at the brook, ^ 

I saw not better sport these seven years’ day : 

Yet, by your leave, the wind was very high ; 

And ten to one old Joan had not gone out. 

K. J£en. But what a point, my lord, your falcon made, 
And what a pitch she flew above the rest I — 

To see how God in all his creatures works I 
Tea, man and birds are fain ^ of climbing high. 

Buf. No marvel, an it like your majesty. 

My lord protector’s hawks do tower so well ; 

They know their master loves to be aloft, 

And bears his thoughts above bis falcon’s pitch. 

Qlo. My lord, ’t is but a base ignoble mind 
That mounts no higher than a bird can soar. 

Car, I thou^t as much; he would bo above the 
clouds. 

Gh, Ay, my lord cardinal ; How think you by that I 
Were it not good your grace could fly to heaven f 
E, Men. The treasury of everlasting joy 1 
Car. Thy heaven is on earth ; thine eyes and thoughts 
Beat on a crown,® the treasure of thy heart ; 

Pernicious protector, dangerous peer. 

That smooth’st it so with king and commonweal I 

® Flying at the SrcoJ-— flying at birds of the brook ; hawking 
at waterfowl. 

^ Fain, We think that in this quotation Jtm means glad ^ — 
the Saxon meaning. 

® Beat on a crown — are intent on a crown. 
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Gh. WRat, cardinal, is your priesthood grown pe- 
remptory ? 

Tmfasne animis ocalestihm irae ? 

Churchmen, so hot ? good uncle, hide such malice ; 
With such holiness can you do it? 

Suf. No malice, sir ; no more than well becomes 
So good a quarrel, and so bad a peer* 

Glo, As who, my lord ? 

Suf, Why, as you, my lord ; 

An ’t like your lordly lord-protectorship. 

Gto, Why, Suffolk, England knows thine insolence. 
Q. Mar, And thy ambition, Gloster. 

K. Sen. I prithee, peace. 

Good queen ; and whet not on these furious peers, 

For bl^ed are the peacemakers on earth. 

Car. let me be blessed for the peace I make, 
Against this proud protector with my sword ! 

Gh. ’Faith, holy uncle, ’would ’t were come to that I 
[Aside to the Cardinal. 
Car. Marry, when thou dar’st, [Aside, 

Gh. Make up no factious numbers for the matter, 

In thine own person a.nswet thy abuse. [Aside. 

Car. Ay, where thou dar’st not peep : an if thou dar’st, 
This evening, on the east side of the grove, [Aside. 
K, Seiu How now, my lords ? 

Car, Believe me, cousin Gloster, 

Had not your man put up the fowl so suddenly, 

We had had more sport. — Come, with thy two-hand 
sword. [Aside to Gloster. 

Gh. True, uncle. 

Car. Are you advis’d t — ^the east side of the grove ? 
Gh. Cardmal, I am with you. [Aside, 

K. Ben. Why, how now, uncle Gloster ! 

Gh. Talking of hawking; nothing else, my lord, — 
Now, by God’s mother, priest, I ’ll shave yOur crown 
for this, 

Or aU my fence shall iail. 


[Aside. 
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Ca/r, Medice teipsvm ; 

Protector, see to ’t well, protect yotuself. [Aside^ 

jBl. Hen^ The winds grow high, so do your stoEtiach% 
lords. 

How irksome is this mnsic to my heart ! 

When such strings jar, what hope of harmony ? 

I pray, my lords, let me compound this strife. 

Enter One, crying, A Miracle ! 

Gh. What means this noise ? 

Fellow, what miracle dost thou proclaim % 

One. A miracle ! a miracle ! 

Suf. Come to the king, and. tell him what miracle. 
One. Forsooth, a blind man at St. Alban’s shrine!, 
Within this half-hour, hath receiv’d his sight j 
A man that ne’er saw in his life before. 

jBl. Sen. Now, Gk)d be prais’d I that to believing souls 
Gives light in darkness, comfort in despair 1 

Enter Mayot o/St Alban’s, and Ms hrethren; and 
Sxjcpcox, home between two persons m u chMri Ms 
wife and a greed mulidudefolknmng. 

Car. Here come the townsmen on procession. 

To present your highness with the man. 

S Sen. Great is his comfort in this earthly vale^ 
Although by his sight his sin be multiplied. 

Gh. Stand by, my masters, bring him near the king ; 
His highness’ pleasure is to talk with him, 

EL Sen. Good fellow, tell us here the ciremnstanc^ 
That we for thee may glorify the I^ord. 

What, hast thou been long Wind, and now restor’d t 
Simp. Bom blind, an ’t please your grace. 

Wife. Ay, indeed, was be. 

Sif. What woman is this ? 

Wife. His wife, an ’t like your worship. 

Glo. Hadst thou been bis mother thou couldst have 
better told. 
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K. Em. Where wert thou bom? 

Simp. At Berwick in the north, an ’t like your grace. 
K. Em. Boor soul I God’s goodness hath been great 
to thee : 

Let never day nor night unballow’d 

But still remember what the Lord hath done. 

Q. Mar. Tell me, good fellow, cam st thou here by 
chance, 

Or of devotion, to this holy shrine ? ^ 

Simp. God knows, of pure devotion; being call a 
A hundred times, and oftener, in my sleep 
By good Saint Alban; who said,—" Simpmx,^come ; 
Come, offer at my ^rine, and I will help ^e. 

Wife, Most tme, forsooth ; and many tune and ott 
Myself have heard a voice to call him so. 

Oar. What, art thou lame I . , _ t. i 

Simp. My Almighty help me I 

Suf. How cam’st thou so ? „ ^ ^ 

Simp. AfallojBfofatree. 

Wife. A plum-tree, master. 

Qjf,^ How long hast thou been blind I 

Smu. O, bom so, master. . v -u 

qIqI What, and wouldst climb a tree? 

Simp. But that in all my life, when I was a youth. 
Wife. Too trae ; and bought his climbing very de^. 
Glo. ’Mass, thou lov’dst plums well, that wouldst 
venture so. . 

Simp. Alas, good master, my wife desird some 

damsons, ^ j. i-r 

And xoade me climb, with danger of my liie. 

aio. A subtle knave I but yet it shall not serve.— 
Let me see thine eyes wink now ; now open them 

In my opinion yet thou seest not well. ^ ^ ‘ , 

Simp.Ye&, master, clear as day; I thank God and 
Saint Alban. . ^ ^ ^ 

Glo. Say’stthoumeso? What colour is this doakoO 

Simp. Red, master; red as blood. 
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Glo. Why, that ’s well said : What colour is my 
gown of? 

Simp^ Blact, forsooth ; coal-black, as jet. 

K. JSen. Why, then, thou know’st what colour jet is of? 

Suf, And jet, I think, jet did he never see. 

Gh, But cloaks and gowns, before this day, a many. 

W^e. Never, before this day, in all his life. 

Glo, Tell me, sirrah, what ’s my name? 

Simp. Alas, master, I know not. 

Glo. What *s his name ? 

Simp. I know not. 

Glo. Nor his? 

Simp. No, indeed, master. 

Glo. What ’s thine own name ? 

Simp. Saunder Simpcox, an if it please you, maste. 

Gh. Then, Saunder, sit there, the lyingest knave in 
Christendom. If thou hadst been bom blind, diou 
mightst as well have known all our names, as &tis to 
name the several colours we do wear. Sight may dis- 
tinguish of colours, but suddenly to nominate them all, 
it is impossible. — ^My lords, Saint Alban here hath 
done a miracle ; and would ye not think that cunning 
to be great that could restore this cripple to his legs 
again? 

Simp. O master, that you could I 

Gh. My masters of St. Alban's, have you not beadles 
in your town, and things called whips ? 

May. Yes, my lord, if it please your grace. 

Gh. Ihen send for one presently. 

May. Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither straight. 

\Exii; cm Attendant 

Gh. Now fetch me a stool hither by and by. [A 
stool brought Now, sirrah, if you mean to save 

yourself fiom whipping, leap me over this stool and run 
away. 

Simp. Alas, master, I am not able to stand alone ; 
you go about to torture me in vain. 
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Re-enter Attendant^ mth the Beadle. 

Glo, Well, sir, we must have you find your legs. 
Sin ah beadle, whip him till he leap over that same 
stool. 

Bead. I will, my lord. — Come on, sirrah j off with 
your doublet quickly. 

Simp. Alas, master, what shall I do I I am not able 
to stand. 

[After the Beadle ha;th hU him once, he leaps 
over the stool, and runs away ; and the people 
folloio, and cry, A IMiracle I 

K. Ren. O God, seest thou this, and bear’st so long ? 

Q. Mar. It made me laugh to see the villain run. 

Gib. Follow the knave ; and take this drab away. 

Wife. Alas, sir, we did it for pure need. 

Glo. Let them be whipped through every market 
town, till they come to Berwick, from whence they 
came. [Exmnt Mayor, Beadle, Wife, 

• Car. Duke Hmnpnrey has done a miracle to-day. 

Suf. True ; made the lame to leap, and fly away. 

Glo. But you have done more miracles than I j 
You made in a day, my lord, whole towns to fly. 

Enter Buckingham. 

X Men. What tidings with our cousin Buckingham ? 

Bitck. Such as my heart dotii tremble to unfold. 

A sort* of naughty persons, lewdly'^ bent, — 

Under the countenance and confederacy 
Of lady Eleanor, the protectors wife, 

The ringleader and head of all this rout, — 

Have practisd dangerously against your state. 

Dealing with witches, and with conjurers : . , 

Wh<m we have appr^ended in the flict ; 

Kaising up widted spirits from under ground. 
Demanding of king Henry’s life and death, 

* Sort — company. ^ Xw<Ky--wickedly- 
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And odier of your highness’ privy council, 

As more at large your grace shall understand. 

Car. And so, my lord protector, by this means 
Your lady is forthcoming yet at London. 

This news, I think, hath turn’d your weapon’s edge 
’T is like, my lord, you will not keep your hour. 

[Aside to GnosTsa. 
Glo. Ambitious churchman, leave to afflict my 
heart 1 

Sorrow and grief have vanquish’d all my powers : 

And vanquish’d as I am I yield to thee, 

Or to the meanest groom. 

K. Men, 0 God, what mischiefs work the wicked 
ones ; 

Heaping confusion on their own heads thereby I 
(£ Mar. Gloster, see here the tainture of thy nest ; 
And look thyself be faultless, thou wert best. 

Gh, Madaih, for myself, to Heaven I do appeal. 
How I have lov'd my king and commonweal : 

, And for my wife, I know not how it stands ; 

Sorry I am to hear what I have heard ; 

Noble she is ; but if she have forgot ^ 

Honour and virtue, and convers’d with such 
As, like to pitch, defile nobility, 

I banish her my bed and company ; 

And give her as a prey to law, and shame, 

That hath dishonour’d Gloster s honest name. 

K. Men, Well, for this night we will repose m 
here : 

To-morrow toward London, back again. 

To look into this business ffloroughly. 

And call ^ese foul offenders to their answers; 

And poise the cause in justice’ equal scales, 

Whose beam stands sure, whose rightful cause prevails, 
X Flourish, Exewni, 
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SCENE n.-London. Wa o/York’, 

Enter York, Samsbtov, and Warwick. 

j 1 n-f Salis\)uxy 3.nd. 

Yorh, Now, my good lords of Salisbury 

Our simplT^pper mded, give 
fn to dose w^ik, to.sat^y 

XhTNevils are thy s^jects to ccmma 
Edw^ to tocU m of Wales 

The secmd, William oi el 

Lionel, duke of Ctoence , m . 

Was John of Gaunt, the d^ York ; 

SPT SucrPrince%“d before his father ; 

Till Henry Bolmghroke, duke -V 
TOe elSon and heir of Jto o^ » 

Crown’d by to nW“l ’*’S ^ 

Seiz’d on to from whence she came, 

Sant his voor^ue^j^ r^“ 

to/Cd hr^^ 
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Sal But William of Hatfield died without an heii 
York. The third son, duhe of Clarence, (from who 

li^e . . j lx 

I claim the crown,} had issue — ^Philippe, a daughter, 
Who married Edmund Mortimer, earl of March : 
Edmund had issue — ^Boger, earl of March : 

Roger had issue — Edmund, Anne, and Eleanor. 

Sal This Edmund, in the reign of Bolingbroke, 

As I have read, laid claim unto the crown ; 

And but for Owen Glendower had been king, 

Who kept him in captivity till he died. 

But, to the rest. 

York, His eldest sister, Anne, 

My mother, being heir unto the crown, 

Married Richard earl of Cambridge ; who was son 
To Edmond Langley, Edward the third’s fifth som 
By her I claim the kingdom : she was heir 
To Roger earl of March ; who was the son 

Of Edmund Mortimer; who married Philippcif 

Sole daughter unto Lionel (Joke of Cl^ience ; 

So if the issue of the elder am 
Succeed before the younger, I am king. ^ 

War. What plain proceedings are more plam th 
this t 

Henry doth claim the crown from J obn of (^unt, 
The fourth son ; York claims it from the third. 

Till Lionel’s issue fails his should not reign ; 

It fails not yet; but flourishes in thee, 

And in thy sons, fair slips of such a stock. 

Then, father Salisbury, kneel we together ; 

And, in this private plot,®’ be we the first 
That shall salute our rightful sovereign, 

With honour of his birthright to the (wwn. 

Boih. Long live our sovereign Richard, Englan* 
king! 

York. We thank you, lords. But lam not your ki 
spot. 
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-m T be crown’d ; and that my sword be stain'd 

wibbt^^b^od oftbe house of ^nc^to! 

tod that’s not suddenly to be perform d , 
advice, and silent secrecy. , 

^fvofa^ I ^ “ these dangerous aays, 

W JHt &e duke of Suffolk’s insolmc^ 

War S^heart assures me tot the earl of Warwick 

r t"d " to aJ-e “^4- 

Ri^rd\hall W.to make 

The greatest man mlingland but the kmg. l 

SCENE III.— rAa «“«»«• JusMe. 

GARET, OfLOSTERyitW J MaRGERY JoURDAINj 

- Bom— . 

Tsm. Stond forth, dame Eleanor Cobham, Glos- 

Tn sieht of^^,*and us, your guilt is great; 

Kecmve the sentence of the 

ftSh as by God’s book are adjudg d to d»&. 

T^,u f(»f, finm h»ce to pr«on back ^ 
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You, madam, for you aic more nobly born, ^ 
Despoiled of your honour in your life. 

Shall, after three days’ open penanc^ done, 

Live in your country here in banishineat, 

With sir John Stanley, in the isle of Man. 

Buch. Welcome is banishment, welcome were my 
death, 

Glo. Eleanor, the law, thou seest, hath judged thee; 

I cannot justify whom the law condemns.— 

[ Exmnt the Duck., and the other prison^s, guarded. 
Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grief. 

Ah, Humphrey, this dishonour in thine age 
Will bring thy head with sorrow to the ground! 

I beseech your majesty give me leave to go ; 

Sorrow would solace, and mine age would ease. 

K. H&n. Stay, Humphrey dukeof Gloster : ere thou go 
Give up thy staff; Henry will to himself 
Protector be ; and God shall be my hope, 

My stay, my guide, and lantern to my 5 
And go in peace, Humphrey; no less belov d 
Than when thou wert protector to thy king. 

Q. Mar. I see no reason why a king of years 
Should be to be protected like a child. 

God and king Henry govern England’s helm : 

Give up your staff, sir, and the king his realm. 

Glo. My staff?— here, noble Henry, is my staff; 

As willingly do I the same resi^, ^ 

As ere thy father Henry made it mine ; _ " 

And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it. 

As others would ambitiously receive it. 

Farewell, good king : when I am dead and gone. 

May honourable peace attend thy throne. [pxi . 

a Mar. Why, now is Henry king, and Margaret 
queen; -i- 

And Humphrey duke of Gloster scarce himseit, 

That bears so shrewd a maim ; two pulls at once, 

His lady banish’d, and a limb lopp’d off; 
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This staff of honour raught There let it stand, 
Where it best fits to be, in Henry’s hand. 

Thus droops this lofty pine, and hangs his 
sprays; ^ 

Thus Eleanor’s pride dies in her youngest days. 

Tor^. Lords, let him go : — ^Please it your majesty. 
This is the day appointed for the combat ; 

And ready are the appellant and defendant. 

The armourer and his man, to enter the lists. 

So please your highness to behold the fight. 

a ITun Ay, good my lord; for purposely therefore 
Left I the court, to see this quarrel tried. 

X. Hen. O’ God’s name, see the lists and all things fit; 
Here let them md if^ and God defend the right! 

York. I never saw a fellow worse bested, 

Or more afiraid to fight, than is the appellant, 

The servant of this armourer, my lords. 

Enter, on. one aide, Horner, and his mighhours drink- 
ing to him so much that he is drunk i and he enters 
hearing his staff with a sand-hag fastened to it; a 
drum before him : at the other side, Peter, with a 
drum and a similar staff / accompanied hy prentdces 
drinking to him. 

\ Heigh. Here, neighbour Homer, I drink to you in 
a aip of sack. And fear not, neighbour, you shall do 
wdl enough. 

2 Heigh. And here, neigld«)ur, here’s a cup of char- 
neco.® 

Z Heigh, ^d here’s a pot of good double beer, 
neighbour: drmk, and fear not your man. 

Hot* Let it com^ i’ faith, and I '11 pledge you all ; 
andafigforPetCTl 6 j 

Hert^ Peter, I dnnk to thee ; and be not 

afem-d. 

V means here taken ateag. 

® Ovoraect)— tihe name of a wine. 


TOL. TL 
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2 Prm. Be inerr 7 , Peto, md fear not fhy master : 
figbt for credit of the prentices* 

Peter. I thank you all : drink, and pray for me, I 
pray you ; for I think I have taken my last draught in 
tiiis world.— Here, Robin, an if I die I give thee my 
apron; and. Will, thou shalt have my hammer and 
here, Tom, take all the money that I have.— O Lord, 
bless me, I pray God! for I am never able to deal with 
my master, he hath learnt so much fence already. 

Sal Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows.— 
Sirrah, what 's thy name? 

Peter. Peter, forsooth. 

Sat Peter! what more? 

Peter. Thump. , , ^ n 

Sal Thump f then see thou thump thy master well. 

Bor. Masters, I am come hither, as it were, upon my 
man^s instigation, to prove him a knave and myself ^ 
honest man : and touching the duke of York, 1 will 
take my death, I never meant him any ill, nor toe 
king, nor toe queen : And therefore, Peter, have at to^ 
with a downright blow, as Bevis of Southampton fell 


ftis knaye’s tongue 'begins to 

double. 

Sound trumpets alarum to the combatants. ^ 

lAlarum. They fight, and Peter strikes down his 

Wor. Hold, Peter, hold! I confess, I confess trmon. 

’ [Dies. 

York. Take away his weapon Pellow, thank God, 
and the good wine in toy master^s way. ^ ^ ^ 

Peifer O God! have I overcome mma enemies in 
this pres’ence ? O Peter, toou hast prevailed in ngM ! 

K. Pen. Go, take hence that traitor ftom our sight; 
For, by his death, we do perceive ius guilt : 

And God, in justice, hato reveal'd to m 
The truth and innocence of this poor fellow, 
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Which he had thought to have murther’d wrongly. 
Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward. lExemt 

SCENE IV.— 2^ same, A Street, 

Enter Glosteb and Servants, in momrnmg cloaks. 
Gh, Thus, sometimes, hath the brightest day a cloud 5 
And after summer evermore succeeds ^ 

Barren winter, with his wrathful nipping cold : 

So cares and joys abound as seasons fleefL 
Sirs, what ’s o’clock i 

Sere. Ten, my lord. 

Gh, Ten is the hour that was appointed me. 

To watch the coming of my pimish'd duchess; 

XJneafch* may she endure the flinty streets, 

To tread them with her tender-filing feet. 

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble mind abrook 

The abject people, gazing on thy fac^ 

With envious^ looks still laughing at thy sham^ 
liiat erst did follow thy proud chariot wheels, 

V^en thou didst ride in triumph through the streets. 
But soft ! I think she comes ; and I ’ll prepare 
My tear-stain*d eyes to see her miseries. 

Enter Hhe Duchess of Glosteb, in a white sheet, with 
papers pinned upon her hack, her feet hare, -a/nd a 
taper burning in her hand} Sib John Stanley, a 
Sheriff, and Officers. 

Serv. So please your grace, we ’ll take her from the 

Gfh. No, stir not, for your lives ; let her pass by. 
Bmh. Gome you, my lord, to see my open shame t 
Now thou dost penance too. Look, how mey gaze I 
S^, how the giddy multitude do point, 

nod theax heads, and throw then eyes on theie } 

Ah, Gloster, hide thee from their batei^ looks : 

* UhflfllA— not casBly. * JS^rowiw— malidous. 
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And in tby closet pent up rae my shame, 

And ban thine enemies, both mine and thine. 

Glo, Be patient, gentle Nell ; forget this grief. 

T>uch, Ah, Gloster, teach me to forget myself : 

For, whilst I thinlc I am thy married wife, 

And thou a prince, protector of this land, 

Methinlcs I should not thus be led along, 

Mail’d up in shame, with papers on my back ; 

And follow’d with a rabble, that rejoice 
To see my tears, and hear my deep-fet® groans. 

The ruthless flint doth cut my tender feet ; 

And when I start the envious people laugh. 

And bid me be advised how I tieacl. 

Ah, Humphrey, can I bear this shameful yoke? 
Trowest thou that e’er 1 11 look upon the world ; 

Or count them happy that enjoy the sun ? 

No ; dark shall be my light, and night my day ; 

To think upon my pomp shall be my hell. 

Sometime 1 ’ll say, I am duke Humphrey’s wife ; 

And he a prince, and ruler of the land : 

Yet so he rul’d, and such a prince he was, 

As he stood by, whilst I, his forlorn duchess, 

Was made a wonder, and a pointing stock, 

To every idle rascal follower. 

But be thou mild, and blush not at my shame ; 

Nor stir at nothing, till the axe of death 
Hang over thee, as sure it shortly will. 

For Suffolk, — ^he that can do all in all 
With her, that hateth thee, and hates us all, — ^ 

And York, and impious Beaufort, that false priest. 
Have all lim’d bushes to betray thy wings, 

And, fly thou how thou canst, they ’ll tangle thee : 

But fear not thou until thy foot be snar’d. 

Nor never seek prevention of thy foes. 

Glo, Ah, Nell, forbear; thou aimest all awry; 

I must offend before I be attainted : 

* Deep-fet — deep-fetched. 
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A till liad I twenty times so many foes, ^ 

Thy greatest help is quiet, gentie Nell . 

T thee, sort thy heart to patience ; 

These few days’ wonder wUl be quickly worn. 

Ente^' a Herald. 

TTm* 1 summon your grace to Hs majesty’s parlia- 

mSiroldTarBu^y 

njyi And mv consent ne'er ask d herein oeiore . 

Tys is close dealmg.— Well, I will be 

TUT-rr Tvitin T take mv leave : — and, master sheriff, 

stays: . ^ . 

And sir John Stanley is appointed MW 

To take her with him to toe “I® ^an. , ^ 

Gto. Must you, sir John, protect ^ 

Stan. So am I given m charge, may t please y 

Glo. Entoeat her not the worse, in toat I pray 

You use her well : , -r t 

The world may laugh again *, and I may live 
To do you kindness, if you do it her. 

And so. sir Jolm, farewell. , . a. Awia 

^Dwh, Wbat^ gone, my loid; and bid me not fare- 
well % -1 

Qlo. Witnesa my tears,' I cani^t stay to «peg- 

\Exmnt Gloster md S^mts, 
Buck, Art thou gone too % All comfort g6 wiUi diee, 
a Scot/i^hann. 



143 


KING HENKY VI.— PART IL [Act II. 


For none abides with me : my joy is — death ; 

Death, at whose name I oft have been afeard. 

Because I wish’d this world’s eternity. — 

Stanley, I prithee, go, and take me hence ; 

I care not whith^, for I beg no favour, * 

Only convey me where thou art commanded. 

Stan. .Why, madam, that is to the isle of Man 5 
There to be used according to your state. 

JDnch. That ’s bad enough, for I am but reproach t 
And shall I then be used reproachfully ^ 

Stan, Like to a duchess, and duke Humphrey’s lady, 
According to that state you shall be used. 

JDuch. Sheriff, farewell, and better than I fare ; 
Although thou hast been conduct of my shame ! 

Sher. It is my office ; and, madam, pardon me. 
Duch. Ay, ay, farewell ; thy office is dischargd. 
Come, Stanley, shall we go % 

Stan. Madam, your penance done, throw off this 
sheets 

And go we to attire you for our journey. 

Ditch. My shame will not be shifted with nay 
sheet; 

No, it will hang upon my richest robes. 

And show itself, attire me how I can. 

Go, lead the way ; I long to see my prison, \Dxetmt. 
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ACT III. 

or wiU you observe 

Q. Ktfr. cotmtenance? 

Sf3K?«f'^r''‘ 

How insolent of late he is himself'? 

How proud, ^qs mild and affable j 

^mediately be WorVbmission^^ 

That all the court a ^ mom. 

But meet "YSlT^ve thl time of day, 
rSdS br wTKows an angry eye, 

DUdaiiung grin; 

Small curs are Uon roars ; 

^^T^&e S^rJ^yrS. 

Me seemedi Sid he beats, 

Besp^ting ^ following youx decease, 

a i muse— I wonder. 
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Or be admitted to yornr highness^ couticiL 
V flattery bath he won the commons’ beaHs ; 

A nA when be please to make commotion, 

’TC is to be feared they all will follow him. 

ISTow ’t is the spring, and weeds are sballow-ro(rted ; 
Stiffer them now, and tliey ’ll o’ergrow the garden, 
choke the herbs for want of btisbandry* 

The reverent care I bear nnto my 
IVtade me collect these dangers in the dxike. 

If it be fond, call it a woman’s fear ; 

^Which fear if better reasons can supplant, 

T will subscribe and say— I wrong d the di^e. 

My lord of Suffolk,— Bucklngbam,— and York, 
Heprove my allegation, if you can; 

Or else conclude my words effectual. ^ i 

Suif Well bath your highness seen into this duke 
And had I first been put to speak my min^ 

I thinh I should have told yemr graces tale. 

The duchess, by his subornation, 

■Unon my life, began her devihsh prices : 

Or if be were not privy to those malts. 

Yet. by reputing of his high desert, ^ 
f As next the king he was successive heir,} 

And such high vaunts of his nobility, 

Did instigate the bedlam brain-sick duches^ 

Bv w'icked means to frame our sovereign a fail- 
Smoatti runs the water where the brook is deqi; 
And in his simple show he hailwurs 

fox barks not when he would steal the lamb. 
Ko, no, my sovereign; ^ 

tFnsounded yet, and full of d^p deceit. 

Car, Bid henot, contrary to to of law, 

Bevise strange deaths for small offences dom . 

i^ddidheiiot,3nMsprotectomhip, 
Bevy great sums of money thro^h the Teali% 
^totos’ pay in Prance, and never sent 
By means whereof the towns each day revolted. 
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" rr. 4.1 Tliftse ate petty faults to faults unlsnown, 

3‘kch . t(flig^^t in smootb duke Hum- 

Whi'ck time will bring to g 

£ sfuy lorA., at once. The core you have of 

« fhoms tliat would annoy our foot, 

To “°r^Se^ Bat shall I speak »y conscience . 

Is worthy is as innocent 

Oux kinsman ^ q^y royal person, 

From harmless dove : ^ 

Ae « mild; and too well given, 

The duke is v ^/to work my downfall- 

moie dangerous than this fond 

* V ftT^’kisfeailieis are but borrow'd, 

Seems be a dove - n 3 ^ven. 

For be s is surely lentbim, 

Is be a lamb I^es. 

S'hjur. ■ 

B ■““ “ ”“' 

Enter Somerset. 

nr 

C ^alW ^texest in those territories 

^ firmly l,la3ted in the bud, 

Ihns are my bio oi^ . 



"BnieHr Olosteb. # 

CfiJo- happiness unto my lord the king ! 

Pardon, liege, that I have stay’d so long. 

iS’ay? Gloster, know that thou art come too aooi 
TTnless* tda-ou wert more loyal than thou art ; 

I do arrest thee of high treason here. 

Gfo- "W ^Ij Suffolk’s duke, thou shalt not see me blusl 
chmcLgre my countenance for this arrest ; 

A. heart v^tzispotted is not easily daunted. 

The paxest spring is not so free jfrom mud 
As I olear from treason to my sovereign : " 

^Vho cstta. accuse me? wherein am I guilty ? 

TorTo* thought, my lord, that you took bribes c 

Prance, 

And, protector, stay’d the soldiers’ pay ; . 

Hy whereof his highness hath lost France. 

Gh. Xst it but thought so ? What are they that think it 
1 never xobh’d the soldiers of their pay, 

IN'or erei* one penny bribe from France. 

So help 33ae God, as I have watch’d the night, — 

Ay, ni^hiti by night, — ^in studying good for ]^gland f 
That dLoit: that e’er I wrested from the king, 

Or any g:xoat I hoarded to my use, 
jBe brocigrhit against me at my trial day I 
ISTo ! mspciy a pound of mine own proper store, 
Pecause X would not tax the needy commons, 

Have I iiispersed to the garrison^ 

And never ask’d for restitution. 

Cor. It: serves you well, my lord, to say so much. 
Gh. X say no more than trath, so help me God ! 

In your protectorship, you did devise 
Strange tioxtures for offenders, never heard 
That Emg-land was defam’d by tyranny. 

^ Glo, W"iiy, ’t is well known, that whiles I was protectoi 
Pity wasE slII the fault that was in me ; 

Por I sboxxld melt at an offender’s tears, 
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And lowly words were ransom for their fault 
Unless it were a bloody mmtherer, 

Or foul felonious thief, that fleeced poor passengers^ 

I never gave them condign punishment : 

Murther, indeed, that bloody gin, I tortur’d 
Above the felon, or what trespass else. 

My lord, these faults are easy, (Quickly : 

But mighlier crimes are laid unto your charge. 

Whereof you cannot easily purge yours^. 

I do arr^t you m his Hglmess* name ; 

And here commit you to my lord cardinal 
To keep, until your further time of trial. 

K. Men. My lord of Gloster, ’t is my special bopc^ 
That you will clear yourself from all suspects ; 

My conscimce tells me you are innocent. 

Gh, Ah, gracious lord, these days are dangerous- 
Virtue is chok’d with foul ambition. 

And charity chas’d hence by rancour’s hand ; 

Foul subornation is predominant, 

And eq^uity exil’d your highness’ land. 

I know their complot is to have my life ; 

And, if my death might make this island happy. 

And prove the’period of their tyranny, 

I would expend it with all willingness : 

But mine is made the prologue to their play ; 

For thousands more, that yet suspect no peril, 

Will not conclude their plotted tragedy. 

Beaufort’s red sparkling eyes blab his heart’s mali-c0>. 
And Suffolk’s cloudy brow his stormy hate ; 

Sharp Buckingham imburthens with his tongue 
The .envious load that lies upon his heart; 

And dogged York, that reaches at the mota^ 

Whose overweening arm I have pluck’d back. 

By false accuse doth level at my life : 

And you, my soveimgn lady, w^ the resf^ 

Causeless have laid disgraces on my head; . 

.^d, with your best enfetvour, have stirr’d 
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Mj lMe»t * B^e 1» be mine enemy : 

Ay, all of you bav© laid your heads together. 

Mys^f had notice of your conventicl^ 

And all to make away my guiltless life : 

I shall not want false witness to condenm me^ 

Nor store of treasons to augment my guilt; 

The ancient proverb will be well affected^ — 

A staff is quickly found to beat a dog. 

Car. My Heg^ his railing is intolerable ; 

If those that care to keep your royal person ^ 

From treason’s secret knife, and traitors’ rage, 

Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at, 

And the offender granted scope of speech, 

’T will make them cool in zeal unto your grace. 

Suf. Hath he not twit our sovereign lady here. 
With ignominious words, though clerkly couch’d, 

As if she had suborned some to swear 
False allegations to o’erthrow his state ? 

Q. Mar. But I can give the loser leave to cmde. 
GZo. Far truer spoke than meant r I lose, indeed;— 
Beshrew the winners, for they play’d me felse i 
And well such losers may have leave to 

Buck. He ’ll wrest the sense, and hold us hare all day 
Lord cardinal, he is your prisoner. 

Car. Sirs, take away the ddke, and guard, him sure 
Glo. Ah, thus king Henry throws away his crutch, 
Before lus legs be firm to bear his body : 

Thus is the shepherd beaten from thy side, 

And wolves are gnarling who shall gnaw thee lust. 
Ah, that my fear were false I ah, that it were . 

For, good king Henry, thy decay I fear. ^ 

^ ® [Ex&ant Attendants, wdk Glostei 

K. Ben. My lords, what to your wisdom seemeth bes 
Ho, or undo, as if ourself were here, 

a. Mar. What, will your highness leave the pariu 
rnent? 


dearest. 
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K. Hen* Ay, Margaret; my heart is drown’d with 
Whose flood begins to flow wiflnn mine eyes ; 

My body round engirt with misery ; 

For what ’s more miserable than disccmtent ? 

Ah, tincle Humphrey ! in thy face I see 
The map of honour, tmtb, and loyalty ; 

And ye^ good Humphrey, is the hour to come. 

That e’er I prov’d thee fals^ or fear'd thy faith. 

What low’ring star now envies thy estate, 

That these great lords, and Margaret our queen. 

Ho seek subversion of thy harmle^ life I 

Thou never didst them wrong, nor no man wrong t 

And as the butcher fakes away the call^ 

And binds the wretch, and beats it when it strays. 
Bearing it to the bloody slaughter-house ; 

Even so, remorseless, have they home him hence. 

And as the dam runs lowing up and down, 

Looking the way her harmless young one went, 

And can do nought but wail her darling’s loss ; 

Even so myself bewails good Gloster’s case, 

With sad unhelpful tears ; and with dimm’d eyes 
Look after him, and cannot do him good j 
So mighty are his vowed enemies. 

His fortunes I will weep ; and, ’twixt each groan. 

Say — Who ’s a traitor, Glosfcer he is non^” 

Q. Mar. Free lords, cold snow mdts with the sun’« 
hot beams. 

Henry my lord is cold in great affairs. 

Too ftdl of foolish pity : and Gloster’s show 
Beguiles him, as the mournful (aucodile 
With sorrow snares relenting passmgeis ; 

Qr as the- snak^ roll’d in a ftjwering bank, 

' With sHnipg checker’d slough, doth sting a rajiM, 

That, fcst the beauty, thinks it excellmt. , ' 

Bddeve in% wesre none more- wis^ ft- 

(And yet, I judge mine . 

This Gloster be quMy lillfc te '' - - 
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To iid m from frie fear vre have of him. 

Oar. That he should die is worthy policy : 

But yet we want a colour for his dealh : 

’T is meet he be condemn’d by course of law. 

Stef- But, in my mind, that were no policy : 

The king will labour still to save his life ; 

The commons haply rise to save his life; 

And yet we have but trivial argument, 

More than mistrust, that shows him worthy death. 

York, So that by this you would not have him die. 
Suf. Ah, York, no man alive so fain as I. 

York. ’T is York that hath more reason for his death. 
But my lord cardinal, and you, my lord of Suffolk,— 
Say as you think, and speak it from your souls,— 
Wl^’t not all one, an empty eagle were set 
To guard the chicken from a hungry kite, 

As place duke Humphrey for the king’s protector ? 

4. Mcer. So the poor chicken should be sure of deaths 
Suf. Mkdam, 't is true : and were ’t not madness^ 
then, 

To make tiie fox surveyor of the fold % 

Who being accus’d a crafty murtherer, 

His guilt should be but idly posted over, 

Because his purpose is not executed. 

No ; let him die, in that he is a fox. 

By nature pibv’d an enemy to the flock, 

(Before his chap be stain’d with crimson blood,) 

As Humphrey, prov’d by reasons, to my liege. 

And do not stand on qmllet^ how to slay lum : 

Be it by gins, by snares, by subtilty. 

Sleeping or waking, ’t is no matter how, 

So he be dead; frr that is good deceit 
Which mates* him first that first intends deceit. 

Q. Mar, Thricemoble "Suffolk, ’t is resolutely spoke.. 
Suf. Not resolute, except so much were done ; 

Tor things are often spoke, and seldom meant ; 

« itf(rfes^esfxqy&--confounds. 
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SoenbIO **«-'*«'* --*-* **. 

But, ihat*TOy heart accordetii with.* my tongue,^ 

Seeing the deed is meritorious, 

And to preserve my sovereign from his foe,— 

£'yt£“.S'dS7U..rSa<&l‘i 

Ere you can take due orders for a priest : 

Say, you consent, and censure wella the deed. 

And 1 11 provide his executioner, 

I tender so the safety of my liege. ^ 

Suf. Here is my hand, the deed is worthy 
Q.km-. And so say I- . , i « 

York. And I : and now we three havespoice 

It skills not greatly who impugns our doom. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Great lords, from Ireland am I come 
To signify, that rebels there are up. 

And put the Englishmen imto the sword : 

Send succours, lords, and stop the rage betime. 

Before the wound do grow incurable ; 

For being green there is great hope of help. 

Car A breach that craves a quick expedient^ fstcop* 
What counsel give you in this weighty ^ 

York. That Somerset be sent as regent thither » 

»T is meet that lucky ruler be employ’d; 

Witness the fortune he hath had in Fr^ce. 

^Sotl If Tort, wilii alibis far-fet policy. 

Had been ihe regent there imte^ of me, 

He never would have stay d in France so long. 

. ^ Ter^ No, not to lose it all as thou bast done a 
i would have lost my life bebmes. 

Than bring a burthen of dishonour home, 

Bv staying there so long, till ^ ' 
Show me one scar character d on tliy skm : ^ . 

Men’s flesh preserv’d so iwhole^ do sddomwinu ^ ; - 
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Q. Mm% Nay then, tiais spark will prava a raging 
fire, 

If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with ; 

ISTo more^ good York; — ^sweet Somerset, be still : 

*Iiiy fortune, York, badst thou been regent there, 

IS^ght happily have prov’d far worse than his. 

York. What, worse than naught ? nay, then a shame 
' , take all I 

Som. And in tlie number, thee, that wisheit sh^e ! 
Car, My lord of York, try what your fortune is. 
The uncivil Kernes of Ireland are in arms, 

And temper elay with blood of Englishmen : 

To Ireland will you lead a band of men. 

Collected choicely, from each county som^ 

And try your hap against the Irishmen? 

York, I will, my lord, so please his majesty. 

Stgf Why, our authority is his consent ; 

And what we do establkh he confirms : 

n<Me York, take thou this tadt in hand. 

York. I am content ; Provide me soldiers^ lords, ^ 
^IWlnles X take order for mine own afiaits. 

A charge, lord York, that I will see perform’d. 
ISut now return we to the faW duke Humphrey. 

Car. No more of him ; for I will deal with him, 
That henceforth he shall trouble us no more. 

And m break off ; the day is almost spent : 
jUnd Suffolk, you and I must talk of that eveat 
York. My lord of Suffolk, within fourteen day% 

At Br^l I expect my soldiers ; 

“Foa: there 1 11 ship them all for Ireland. 

Brf. 1 H see it tririy done, my lord of York. 

[Bxetmt cUl bvi York. 
XoriS. Now, York, or never, steel Ihy fearful thoughts^ 
And diange misdoubt to resolution : 

Be that thou hop’st to be j or what thou art 
Kesign tn death, it is not worfii the enjoying: 

ieai keep with the meanrb^ man« 
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And find no harbour in a royal heart. 

Faster than spring-time showers comes thought on thought; 
And not a thought but thinks on dignity. 

My braiuj more busy than the labouring spider, 
Weaves tedious snares to trap mine enemies. 

Well, nobles, well, ’t is politicly done. 

To send me packing with an host of men : 

I fear me you but warm the starved snake. 

Who, cherish’d in your breasts, will sting your hearts. 
’T was men I lack’d, and you will give them me ; 

I take it kindly ; yet^ be well assur’d 
You put sharp weapons in a madman’s hands. 

Whiles I in Ireland nourish a mighty band, 

I will stir up in England some black storm 
Shall blow ten thousand souls to heaven or hell : 

And this fell tempest shall not cease to rage 
Until the golden circuit on my head, 

Like to the glorious sun’s transparent beams. 

Do calm the fury of this mad-bred flaw.®' 

And, for a minister of my intent, 

I have seduc’d a headstrong Kentishman, 

John Cade of Ashford, 

To make commotion, as full well he can, 

Under the title of John Mortimer. 

In Ireland have I seen this stubborn Cade 
Oppose himself against a troop of Kernes ; 

And fought so long, till that his thighs with darts 
Were almost like a sharp-quill’d porcupine ; 

And, in the end being rescued, I have seen 
Him caper upright like a wild Morisco,^ 

Shaking the bloody darts, as he his bells. 

Full ofen, like a shag-hair’d crafty Kerne, 

Hath he conversed with the enemy ; 

And undiscover’d come to me again, 

» Flaw — a sudden gust of wind. 

^ Morisco. This term probably points at the Moorldi origan 
of the morris-dance* 

TOL. VI. 
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And given me notice of tEeir villainies. 

This devil here shall be my substitute ; 

For that John Mortimer, which now is dead, 

In face, m gait^ in speech, he doth resemble : 

By this I shall perceive the commons’ mind, 

How they affect the house and claim of York. 

Say, he be taken, rack’d, and tortured; 

I know no pain Aey can inflict upon him 
Will make him say — mov’d him to those arms. 

Say, that he thrive, (as ’t is great like he will,) 

Why, then from Ireland come I with my strength, 

And reap the liarvest which that rascal sow’d ; 

For, Humphrey being dead, as he shall be, 

And Hemy put apart, the next for me. 

SCENE II. — Bury. A Room in tJie Falace, 

Enter certain Murtherers, hastily, 

1 Mur. Run to my lord of Suffolk ; let him know ' 
We have de^tch’d the duke, as he commanded. 

% Mur. C5, that it were to do! — ^What have we 
done? 

Didst ever hear a man so penitent ? 

Enter Suffolk. 

1 Mur. Here comes my lord. 

Suf. Now, sirs, have you despatch’d this thing ? 

1 Mur. Ay, my good lord, he s dead. 

Suf. Why, that ’s well said. Go, get you to my 
house; 

I will reward you for this vaiturous deed. 

The king and all the peers are here at hand : — 

Have you laid fair the bed ? are all things well. 
According as I gave directions ? 

1 Mur. ’T is, my good h,rd. 

Suf. Away, be gone ! [Exeunt Murmerers. 
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Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, Cardinal 
Beaufort, Somerset, Lortb, and others. 

K. Men. Go, call our uncle to our preserice straiglit : 
Say, we intend to try his grace to-day. 

If he be guilty, as ’t is published. 

Buf. 1 11 call him presently, my noble lord. \Exit. 
K. Men. Lords, take your places ;-^And, I pray you 
all 

Proceed no straiter ’gainst our uncle Gloster, 

Than from true evidence, of good esteem. 

He be approv’d in practice culpable* 

Q. Mar. God forbid any malice should prevail. 

That faultless may condemn a nobleman ! 

Pray God he may acquit him of suspicion 1 
K. Men. I thank thee, Margaret; these words content 
me much. — 

Re-enter Suffolk. 

How now ? why look’st thou pale ? why tremblest thou t 
Where is our uncle ? what ’s the matter, Sufiblk % 

Suf. Dead in his bed, my lord ; Gloster is dead. 

Q. Mar. Marry, God forefend I 
Car. God’s secret judgment : — I did dream to-night 
The duke was dumb, and could not speak a word. 

[The King swoons. 
Q. 'Mar. How fares my lord ? — Help, lords ! ' the 
king is dead. 

Som. Rear up his body ; wring him by the nose. 

Q. Mar., Run, go, help, help! — 0 Henry, ope thine 
eyes ! 

Suf. He doth revive again : — Madam, be patient 
K. Ben. O heavenly God ! 

Q. Ma>r. How fares my grapious lord ^ 

Suf. Comfort, my sovereign ! gracious Henry, com- 
fort! 

K. Men. What, doth my lord of Suffolk comfort me ? ' 
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Came he right now to sing a raven’s note, 

Whose dismal tune bereft my vital powers; 

And thinks he that the chirping of a wren, 

By crying comfort from a hollow breast, 

Can chase away the first-conceived sotind ? 

Hide not thy poison with such sugar’d words. 

Lay not thy han^ on me ; forbear, I say ; 

Their touch affrights me as a serpent's sting. 

Thou baleful messenger, out of my sight ! 

Upon thy eyeballs murtherous tyranny 
Sits in grim majesty, to fright the world. 

Look not upon me, for thine eyes are wounding : 

Yet do not go away : — Come, basilisk, 

And kill the innocent gazer with thy sight ; 

For in the shade of death I shall find joy ; 

In life but double death, now Gloster ’s dead. 

Q. Mar, Why do you rate my lord of Suffolk thus? 
Although the duke was enemy to him, 

Yet he, most christianlike, laments his death ; 

And for myself, foe as he was to me, 

Might liquid tears, or heart-offending groans, 

Or blood-consuming sighs recall, his life, 

I would be blind with weeping, sick with groans, 

Look pale as primrose with blood-drinking sighs, 

And all to have the noble duke alive. 

What know I how the world may deem of me ? 

For it is known we were but hollow friends ; 

It may be judg’d I made the duke away : 

So shgdl my name with slander’s tongue be wounded. 
And princes’ courts be fill’d with my reproach. 

This gel I by his death ; Ah me, imhappy ! 

To be a queen, and crown’d with infamy ! 

K, Sen, Ah, woe is me for Gloster, wretched man ! 
Q. Mar, Be woe for m^ more wretched than he is. 
What, dost thou turn away, and hide fiiy face ? < 

I am no loathsome leper, look on me. 

What, pt thou like the adder waxen deaf? 
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Be poisonous too, and kill tky forlorn queen. 

Is all thy comfort shut in Gloster’s tombl^ 

Why, then dame Margaret was ne’er thy joy : 

Erect his statue then, and worship it, 

And make my image but an alehouse sign. 

Was I for this nigh wreck’d upon the sea ; 

And twice by awkward wind from England’s bank 
Drove back again unto my native clime? 

What boded this, but well-forewarning wind 
Did seem to say, — Seek not a scorpion’s nest, 

Nor set no footing on this unkind shore? 

What did I then, but curs’d Ihe gentle gusts, 

And he that loos’d them forth their brazen caves ; 

And bid them blow towards England’s blessed shore, 
Or turn our stem upon a dreadful rock ? 

Yet JEolus would not be a murtherer, 

But left that hateful oflhce unto thee : 

The pretty vaulting sea refus’d to drown me; 

Knowing that thou wouldst have me drown d on shore, 
With tears as salt as sea, through thy unkindness ; 

The splitting rocks cow’r’d in the sinking sands. 

And would not dash me with their ragged sides ; 
Because thy flinty heart, more hard than they, 

Might in thy palace perish » Margm^. 

As far as I could ken thy chalky cliSs, 

When from thy shore the tempest beat us backj 
I stood upon the hatches in the storm : 

And when the dusky sky began to rob 
My earnest-gaping sight of thy land’s view, 

I took a costly jewel from my neck, ■ 

A heart it was, boimd in with diamonds,— , , , ^ 

And threw it towards thy land ; — ^the sea receiv d it j . 
And so I wish’d thy body might my heart : 

And even with this I lost fair England s ^ew. 

And bid mine eyes be packing with my h^rt; 

And call’d them blind and dusky spectacles, 

» Ferisk; used actively, as destroy^ 
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For losing ken of Albion’s wisked coast. 

How often have 1 tempted Suffolk’s tongue 
(The agent of thy foul inconstancy) 

To sit and witch me, as Ascanius did, 

When he fo madding Dido would unfold 
His father’s acts, commenc’d in burning Troy ! 

Am I not witch’d like herf or thou not false like him? 
Ah me, I can no more ! Die, Margaret! 

For Haory weeps that thou dost live so long. 

Noise within. Enter Warwick and Salisbury. 

The Commons press to the door. 

War. It is reported, mighty sovereign, 

That good duke Humphrey traitorously is murther’d 
By Suffolk and the cardinal Beaufort’s means. 

The commons, like an angry hive of bees, 

That want their leader, scatter up and down, 

And care not who they sting in his revenge. 

Myself have calm’d their spleenful mutiny, 

Until .they hear the order of his death. 

K. Hen. That he is dead, good Warwick, ’t is too 
true; 

But how he died, God knows, not Henry : 

.Enter his chamber, view his breathless corpse, 

And comment then upon his sudden death. 

Wat. That shall I do, iny liege : — Stay, Salisbury, 
Wit h the rude multitude, till I return. 

[War. goes into an inner room, and Sal. retwes. 
K. Hen. O thou that judgest all things, stay my 
thoughts 5 

My thoughts, that labour to persuade my soul 
Some violent hands were laid on Humphrey’s life ! 

If my suspect be felse, foigive m^ God ; 

For judgment only doth belong to thee ! 

Fain would I go to chafe his ]^y lips 
With twenty thousand ki^ies, and to drain 
Upon his face an ocean of salt tears ; 
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To tell my love unto Ins dumb deaf trunk, 

And with my fingers feel bis hand unfeeling : 

But all in vain are these mean obsequies ; 

And to survey his dead and earthy image, 

What were it but to make my sorrow greater? 

The folding doors of an inner ehaiyiber are ihroton 
opm^ and Gloster is discov^ed dead in hu bed : 
Warwick and others standing by it. 

War. Come hither, gracious sovereign, view this body. 
K. Hen. That is, to see how deep my grave is made : 
For with his soul fle(^ all my worldly solace : 

For seeing him, I see my life in death. 

War. As surely as my soul intends to live 
With that dread King, that took our state upon him 
To free us from his Father’s wrathful curse, 

I do believe that violent hands were laid 
Upon the life of this thrice-famed duke. 

Szf. A dreadful oath, sworn with a solemn tongue^ 
What instance gives lord Warwick for his vow ? 

War. See, how the blood is settled in his face . 

Oft have I seen a timely-parted ghost, ^ 

Of ashy semblance, meagre, pale, and bloodless, 

Being all descended to the labouring heart 
Who, in the conflict that it holds with death, 

Attracts the same for aidance ’gainst the enemy ; 
Which with the heart there cools, and ne’er returneth 
To blush and beautify the cheek again. 

But see, his face is black, and full of blood ; 

His eyeballs further out than when he liv’d, 

Staring full ghastly like a strangled man : 

His hair uprear’cl, his nostrils stretch’d with struggling j 

a Tirnely-pmed ghost. The word ghost was used somewto 
vaguely by the old writers; it here undoubtedly means 
recently parted from the soul. ^ ^ » t ^ 

ilie adjective bloodless, by a licence of construction, mcludes 
the substantive— tAe blood “being all descended,” See- 
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His hands abroad display’d, as one that grasp’d 
^d tugg’d for life, and was by strength subdued. 
^OK on the sheets, his hair, you see, is sticking ; 

Hw well- proportion’d beard made rough and rugged, 
Like to the summer’s com by tempest lodg'd. 

It cannot be but he was murther’d here ; 

The least of all these signs were probable. 

Suf, Why, Warwick, who should do the duke to 
death? 

Myself and Beaufort had him in protection j 
And we, I hope, sir, are no murtherers. 

War, But both of you were vow’d duke Humphrey’s 
foes ; 

^d yon, forsooth, had the good duke to keep ; 

’T is like you would not feast him like a friend ; 

And ’t is well seen he found an enemy. 

Q, Mar. Then you, belike, suspect these noblemen 
As guilty of duke Humphrey’s timeless death. 

War. WTho £nds the heifer dead, and bleeding fresh. 
And sees fast by a butcher with an ayp, 

But will suspect ’t was he that made the slaughtw ? 
Who finds the prtridge in the puttock’s nest, 

But may imagine how the bird was dead, 

Although the^ kite soar with unblooded beak ? 

Even so suspicious is this tragedy. 

Q. Mar. ^ you the butcher, Suffolk j where s your 
knife? 

Is Beaufort term’d a kite ; where are his talons ? 

Suf. I wear no knife to slaughter sleeping menj 
But here ’s a vengeful swo^ rusted with ease, 

That shall be scoured in his rancorous heart 
That slanders me with murther’s crimson badge : 

Say, if thou dar’st, proud lord of Warwickshire, 

That I am faulty in duke Humphrey’s death. 

[Exeunt Caruinai., Som., and others. 
* War. Wbat dares not Warwick, if false Suffolk dare 

him? 
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Q. Mar. He dares not calm liis contumelious spirit, 
Kor cease to be an arrogant controller. 

Though Suffolk dare liim twenty thousand times. 

War» Madam, he still, with reverence may I gay j 
For every word you speak in his behalf * 

Is slander to your royal dignity. 

Suf, Blunt-witted lord, ignoble in demeanour I 
If ever lady wrong’d her lord so much. 

Thy mother took into her blameful bed 
Some stem untutor’d churl, and noble stock 
Was graft with crab-tree slip ; whose ffuit thou arf^ 
And never of the Nevils’ noble race. 

War. But that the guilt of murtber buctlers the^ 
And I should rob the deathsman of his fee, 

Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shames, 

And that my sovereign’s presence makes me mild, 

1 would, false murtherous coward, on thy knee 
Make thee heg pardon for thy passed speech, 

And say — It was thy mother that thou meant’st. 

That thou thyself wast bom in bastardy : 

And, after all this fearful homage don^ 

Give thee thy hire, and send thy sonl to hell, 

Pernicious bloodsucker of sleeping men ! 

Suf. Thou shalt be waking while I shed thy blood. 
If from this presence tliou dar’st go mth me. 

War. Away even now, or I will drag thee hence : 
Unworthy though thou art, I ’ll cope with thee. 

And do some service to duke Humphrey’s ghost. 

[Exeunt Suffolk and W arwick. 

K. Hen. What stronger breastplate than a heart un* 
tainted ! 

Thrice is he arm’d that hath his quarrel just ; 

And he but naked, though lock'd up in steel, 

Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted^ 

[A nois^ 


Q. Mar. What noise is this"? 
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JJe-CTXer SoFfOLK and Warwick, with their weapons 
drawn. 

K. Sen. Why, how now, lords ? your wrathful wea- 
pons drawn , u o 

Here in our presence? dare you be so bold . 

Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here . 

The traitorous Warwick, with the men of 
Bury, ^ 

Set all ujjon me, mighty sovereign. 

Soise of a crowd within. Re-enter Salisbury. 

Sal. Sirs, stand apart; the king shall know your 

[Speaking to those w%th%n. 

Dread lord, the commons send you word by me, 

Unless lord Suffolk straight be done to death, 

Or banished fair England’s territories. 

They will by violence tear him from your palace, 

And torture him with grievous ling’ring deatli. 

They say, by him the good duke Humphrey died 5 
They say, in him they fear your highness death ; 

And mere instinct of love, and loyalty, — 

I^e from a stubborn opposite intent. 

As being thought to contradict your likmg,— 

Makes them thus forward in his banishment. 

They say, in care of your most royal peison. 

That, if your highness should intend to sleep. 

And charge that no man should disturb yom- lest, 

In pain of your dislike, or pain of death ; 

Yet, notwithstanding such a strait edict. 

Were there a serpent seen, with forked tongue. 

That slily glided towards youi maj^ty. 

It were but necessary you were wak’d ; 

Lest, being suffer’d in that harmful slumber. 

The mortal worm might make the sleep etoal ; 

And therefore do they cry, though you forbid, 

That they will guard you whe’r you will or no, 
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ifrom sucli fell serpents as false Suffolk is ; 

With whose envenomed and fatal sting, 

Your loving uncle, twenty times his worth, 

They say, is shamefully Weft of life. 

Commons. \PVithin.~\ An answer from the king, my 
lord of Salisbury. 

Suf. ’T is like, the commons, rude unpolish’d hinds, 
Gould send such message to their sovereign ; 

But you, my lord, were glad to be employ’d. 

To show how quaint an orator you are : 

But all the honour Salisbury hath won, 

Is, that he was the lord ambassador, 

Sent from a sort of tinkers to the king. 

Commons. iWithin.'] An answer frum the king, or 
we will all br^tk in. 

JST. Sen. Go, Salisbury, and tell them all from me, 

I thank them for their tender loving care ; 

And had I not been ’cited so by them, 

Yet did I purpose as they do entreat 5 
For sure, my thoughts do hourly prophesy 
Mischance Unto my state by Suffolk’s means. 

And therefore, by His majesty I swear, 

Whose far unworthy deputy I am, 

He shall not breathe infection in this air 
But three days long®*, cm Ibe pain of death. [Exit Sal. 
Q. Mar* O Henry, let me plead for gentle Suffolk! 
K. Sen. Ungentle qiieen, to call him gentle Suffolk. 
No more, I say ; if thou do^ plead for him 
Thou wilt but add increase unto my wrath. 

Had I but said, I would have kept my word ; 

But when I swear, it is irrevocable ; 

If, after three days’ spac^ thou here be’st found 
On any ground Wt I am ruler of. 

The world shall not be ransom for thy life. 

Come, Warwick, come, good Warwick, go with ja&i 
I have great matters to impart to thee. 

[Esmmt K. Hen., Wab., 
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d. Mar. Mischance and sorrow go along with you! 
Heart's discontent^ and soni affliction, 

Be playfellows to keep yon. company ! 

There ’s two of you; the devil make a third 1 
And threefold vengeance tend upon your steps I 
Suf. Cease, gentle queen, these execrations, 

And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave. 

Q. Mar. Fie, coward woman, and soft-hearted wretch ! 
Hast thou not spirit to curse thine enemies ? 

Stef. A plague upon them I wherefore should I curse 
them? 

Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake's groan, 

I would invent as bitter searching terms, 

As curst, as harsh, and horrible to hear, 

Deliver’d strongly through my fixed teeth, 

With full as many signs of deadly hate. 

As lean-fac’d Envy in her loathsome cave ; 

My tongue should stumble in mine earnest words ; 

Mdne eyes should sparkle like the beaten flint ; 

My hair be fix’d on end, as one distract j 
Ay, every joint should seem to curse and ban : 

And even now my burthen-d heart would break. 

Should I not curse them. Poison be their drink I 
Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest that they taste ! 

Their sweetest shade a grove of cypress-trees ! 

Their chiefest prospect murthering basilisks ! 

Their softest touch as smart as lizards’ stings ! 

Their music frightful as the serpents’ hiss ; 

And boding screech-owls make die concert full ! 

All the fold terrors in dark-seated hell — 

Q. Mar. Enough, sweet Suffolk ; thou torment’st 
thyself ; 

And these dread curses, like the sun ’gainst glass. 

Or like an overcharged gun, recoil. 

And turn the force of them, upon thyself. 

You bade me ban, and will you bid me leave f 
Now, by the ground that I am banish’d ftom, 
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Well could I curse away a winter’s night. 

Though standing naked on a mountain top, 

Where biting cold would never let grass grow, 

And think it but a minute spent in sport. 

Q. Mar* O, let me entreat thee;, cease ! Give me thy 
hand, 

That I may dew it with my mournful tears ; 

Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place. 

To wash away my woeful monuments. 

0, could this kiss be printed in thy hand, 

his hand*. 

That thou mightst think upon these by the seal, 
Through whom a thousand sighs are breath’d for thee ! 
So, get thee gone, that I may know my grief; 

’T is but surmis’d whilst thou art standing by, 

As one that surfeits thinking on a want. 

I will repeal thee, or, be well assur’d, 

Adventure to be banished myself : 

And banished I am, if but from thee. 

Go, speak not to me ; even now be gone- — • 

O, go not yet ! — Even thus two friends condemn’d 
Embrace, and kiss, and take ten thousand leaves, 
Lother a hundred times to part than die- 
Yet now farewell ; and farewell life with thee ! 

Suf. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banished, 

Once by the king, and three times thrice by thee. 

’T is not the land I care for, wert thou thence ; 

A wilderness is populous enough. 

So Suffolk had thy heavenly company : 

For where thou art there is the world itself. 

With every several pleasure ia the world ; 

And where thou art not, desolation. 

I can no more : — Live Aou to joy thy life ; 

Myself no joy in nought, but t^t thou liv’st 

JBn-^erVAUX. * , 

Q. Mar. Whither goes Vaux so fasfef what hew^ I 
prithee^ < : 
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Fima!. To signify nnto his majesty 
That cardinal Beaufort is at point of death : 

For suddenly a grievous sickness took him, 

That makes him gasp, and stare, and catch the air, 
Blaspheming G-od, and cursing men on earth. 
Sometime, he talks as if duke Humphrey's ghost 
Were by his side ; sometime, he calls the king, 

And wlmpers to his pillow, as to him, 

The secrets of his overcharged soul : 

And I am sent to tell his majesty 
That even now he cries aloud for him. 

Q. Mar. Go tell this heavy message to the king. 

[EjsU Vaux. 

Ah me ! what is this world 9 what news are these 9 
But wherefore grieve I at an hour’s poor loss, 

Omitting Suffolk’s exile, my soul’s treasure 9 
Why only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee, 

And with the southern clouds contend in tears ; 

Theirs for the earth’s increase, mine for my sorrows 9 
Now, get thee hence : The king, thou know'st, is coming! 
If thnu be found by me thou art but dead. 

Swf. If I depart from thee I cannot live : 

And in thy sight to die, what were it else, 

But like a pleasant slumber in thy lap 9 
Here could I breathe my soul into the air, 

As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe, 

Dying with mother’s dug between its lips : 

Where, from thy sight, I should be raging mad, 

And cry out for thee to close up mine eyes. 

To have thee with thy lips to stop my mouth ; 

So shouldst thou either turn my flying soul, 

Or I should breathe it so into thy body. 

And then it liv'd in sweet Elysium. 

To die by thee were but to die in jest ; 

From thee to die were torture more tiun death : 

O let me stay, befall what may befall. 

WJu'rc — for whereas. Th words were convertihle. 
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Q. Mar. Away I though, parting be a fretful corsive,®^ 
It is applied to a deathful wound. 

To France, sweet Suffolk : Let me hear from thee ; 

For wheresoe* er thou art in this world’s globe, 

I ’ll have an Iris that shall find thee out. 

Suf. I go. 

Q. Mar. And take my heart with thee. 

Si^. A jewel, lock’d into the woefiairst cask 
That ever did contain a thing of worth. 

Even as a splitted bark, so sunder we ; 

This way fall I to death. 

Q. Mar. This way for me. []3x. severally. * 

SCENE III. — London. Cardinal Beaufort’s 

Bedchamber. 

Enter King Henry, Salisbury, Warwick, and 
others. The Cardinal in bed; Attendants with him. 

K. Hen, How fares my lord? speak, Beaufort, to 
thy sovereign. 

Car. If thou be’st death, I ’ll give thee England’s 
treasure. 

Enough to purchase such another island, 

So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain, 

K. Ben. Ah, what a sign it is of evil life, 

Where death's approach is seen so terrible ! 

War. Beaufort, it is thy sovereign speaks to thee. 

Car. Bring me unto my trial when you will. 

Died he not in his bed? where should he die ? 

Can I make men live, whe’r they will or no ? — 

O! torture me no more, I will confess. — 

Alive again ? then show me where he is ; 

I ’ll give a thousand pound to look upon him. — 

He hath no eyes, the dust hath blinded them. — 

Comb down his hair 3 look! look ! it stands upright, 
Like lime-twigs set to catch my winged soul 1 — • 

* Cersive — coirosiYe, 
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me some drink ; and bid the apothecary 
g the strong poison that I bought of him. 

Hen. 0 thou eternal Mover of the heavens, 

. with a gentle eye upon this wretch I 
eat away the busy meddling fiend 
lays strong siege unto this wretch's soul, 
from his bosom purge this black despair I 
'hr. See, how the pangs of death do make him grin. 
il. Disturb him not, let him pass peaceably. 

. Hen. Peace to his soul, if God’s good pleasure be ! 
cardinal, if thou think ‘st on heaven’s bliss, 

I up thy hand, make signal of thy hope. — 

Lies, and makes no sign ; O God, forgive him 1 
hr. So bad a death argues a monstrous life. 

Hen. Forbear to judge, for we are sinners all. — 
j up his eyes, and draw the curtain close; 
let us all to meditation. [JExeunc. 
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ACT IV* 

SCBNK L — K#*»t, Tk& Sea-^hor^^ mar Dover 

X^'^irin^ heard at ma. Then enter from a hmf^ a C 
tidn# a u M}Ls{<‘r's«MH(«s Wa^tmii, W« 

MOH*, and others} teith (hem Supkui.k, und oi 
0e**tktora, prkomrs. 

Cap* The gallfly, blabbing, ami remor«fn1 flay 
I« crept intfi llte Ikwoiih fjf ibe Ufa ; 

AtJti tiow lond-Iiowling wolvcn aroiw* tJm jatlet 
Tl»f‘ tragir. mekneboly night; 

Wbo 'witn their dwwNy, hinvr, iiml liagging wiiign 
Clip *lrat{ menu's graven, ami from their nmty jaws 
Hrciilbe Ihul eoiilagiaus fbirkueHs in the air. 
Xbcrcfare, bring fortli the sohtim uf nur prize ; 

I'hir, wbiUt f»ur pinnae*' anehors in tl>e 
Here shall they make ibeii ranntmi en the saml, 

Or with fhetr bbsHl stain this <Ii?*enh»nr tl nhme. 
Ma»ter, lifts prisnfter f'mely give I theep— 

AihI tbmi tliat art bis mate, make ImkE of this 
The other [ pmntinp to HnrronH ), Walter Wbititwn 
Ihy *\mm, 

JL Qmi* Wlmt is tny mnufimi I let mt kn 
]^fn 9 L A tlumsfiml emwnf, or else lay downymirbi 
Jtfo/e. Ami AO mneh slaUl yen givfi or off ym 
{Jap. Wlaif, think ytat much to piy two tlwtiii 
ewwn% 

And biiif dm mmm mml iwit of |ent!«nif#» 

Cut iKjth the vniutns* throats,- “mr dk ym* siialle** 
Tlie Jiv**« cjf tiawe whi«h we have loit In iflt 
Be *3«»tir|di’d irlife niob * piUy mm^* 

w Upet iw Miadw te pay mmtm llte etelal 

** Ihtok yw m* li# 

wmu TL I# 
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1 Gent. I *11 give it, sir ; and therefore spare m] 

2 Gent. And so will I, and write home for it stra 
Whit I lost mine eye in laying the prize aboar 

And therefore to revenge it shalt thou die; [ Jb 

And so should these, if I might have my will. 
Cap. Be not so rash ; take ransom, let him liv« 
Suf. Look on my George, I am a gentleman; 
Rate me at what thou wilt thou shalt be paid. 

Whit. And so am I ; my name is Walter Whit 
How now ? wny start 'st thou ? what, doth death affr 
St^. Thy name affrights me, in whose sound is c 
A cunning man did calculate my birth, 

And told me that by Water ^ I should die. 

Yet let not this make thee be bloody minded ; 

Thy name is Chialtier, being rightly sounded. 

Whit. Gualtier, or Walter, which it is I care e 
N ever yet did base dishonour blur our name, 

But with our sword we wip’d away the blot ; 
Therefore, when mercnant4ike I sell revenge, 
Broke be my sword, my arms tom and defac’d, 
And I proclaim’d a coward throitgh the world I 

[Lays hold on Sufi 
Suf. Stay, Whitmore ; for thy prisoner is a prir 
The duke of Suffblk, William de la Pole. 

Whit. The duke of Suffolk, muffled up in rags ! 
’ Suf. Ay, but tliese rags are no part of the duke 
pove sometime went disguis’d, and why not I ?] 
Cap. But Jove was never slain, as thou shalt b< 
Suf. Obscure and lowly swain, king Henry’s bl 
The honourable blood of Lancaster, 

threatens death ; and continues his half-intenrogative sen 
fVhat, **The lives of those which we have lost in fight be 
terpoi»*d." &c. 

In the Incantation Scene in Act I. we have this proph) 
" What fetes await the duke of Suffolk ? 

By Toater shall he die, and take his end.” 

It appears from this passage that Walter was coimnoni 
nounced Water. 
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Must not be shed by such a jaded ^oom. 

Hast tbou not kiss’d thy hand, and held my stirrup t 
Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth mule, 

And thought thee happy when I shook my headt 
How often hast thou waited at my cup. 

Fed from my trencher, kneel’d down at the board. 

When I have feasted with queen Margaret ? 

Remember it, and let it make thee^ crest-fall n ; 

Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride : 

How in our voiding lobby hast thou stood, 

And duly waited for my coming forth ? 

This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf, 

And therefore shall it charm thy riotous tongtie. ^ 
Whit, Speak, captain, shall I stab the forlorn swain . 
Cap, First let my words stab him, as he hath me. 
Suf. Base slave ! thy words are blunt, and so art thou. 
Cap. Convey him hence, and on our long-boat's side 
Strike off his head. 

Thou dar’st not for thy own. 

\Cap. Yes, Poole, 

S' ! Sir Poole ! lord ! 

Ay, kernel, tniddle, sink; whose filth and dirt 
Troubles the silver spring where England drinks. 

Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth, 

For swallowing the treasure of the realm ; 

Thv lips, that kiss’d the queen, shall sweep the : 

And thou, that smil’dst at good duke Humphrey s death, 
Against the senseless winds shalt grin in vain, 

Who, in contempt, shall hiss at thee again : 

And wedded be thou to the hags of hell, 

For daring to affy “ a mighty lord 
Unto the daughter of a worthless king. 

Having neither subject, wealth, nor diadem. ' 

By devilish policy art thou grown great, 

And, like ambitious SyUa, overgorg’d . 

" — to betroth. 
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Witii gobbets of fby mother’s bleeding beaxt. 

By tbee Anjou and Maine were sold to France ; 

The false revolting Normans, thorough thee, 

Disdain to call us lord; and Picardy 
Hath slain tlieir govemom, surpris d our forts. 

And sent the ragged soldiers wounded home. 

The princely Warwick, and the Nevus all, 

Whose dreadful swords were never drawn in vain, 

As hating thee, are rising up in arms : 

And now the house of York,— thrust from the crown, 
By shameful murther of a guiltless king, 

And lofty proud encroaching tyranny,— 

Bums with revenging fire j whose hopeful colours 
Advance our half-fac’d sun, striving to shine. 

Under the which is wnt InviUs nubibm,^ 

The commons here in Kent are up in arms : 

And, to conclude, reproach, and beggary, 
la crept into the palace of our king, 

And aU by thee -.—Away I convey him hence. 

Suf. 0 that I were a god, to shoot forth thunder 

Upon these paltry, servile, abject drudges 1 ^ 

Small things make base men proud : tins villam here, 
Being captain of a pinnace, ^reatens more 
Than Bargulus the strong Illyrian pirate. 

Drones suck not eagles’ blood, but rob bee-hives. 

It is impossible that I should die 
By such a lowly vassal as thyself. 

Thy words move rage, and not remorse, in me ; 

I go of message from the queen to France ; 

I charge thee waft me safely cross the channel. 

Cap. Walter, 

W^it. Come, Suffolk, I must waft thee to thy death. 
Suf. Pene gelidus timor occupat artm : — *t is thee 
I fear. 

» This is an allusion to the device of Edward HI., which was 
according to Camden, the rays of tlie sun dispersing them 
selves out of a doud.” 
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WMf, Thou shalt have cause to fear before I leave 
thee. 

Wliat, are ye daunted now? now will ye stoop ? 

1 Gmt. My gracious lord, entreat him, speak him fair. 
Svf. Suffolk’s imperial tongue is stern and rough, 
Us’d to command, untaught to plead for favour. 

Far be it we should honour such as these 
With humble suit : no, rather let my head 
Stoop to the block than these knees bow to any, 

Save to the God of heavai, and to my king j 
And sooner dance upon a bloody pole 
Than stand uncovered to the vulgar groom. 

True nobility is exempt from fear : — 

More can I bear than you dare execute. 

Cap, Hale him away, and let him talk no more. 

. Suf, Corner soldiers, show what cruelty ye can. 

That this my death may never be forgot ! — 

Great men oft die by vile bezonians 
A Roman sworder and banditto slave 
Murther’d sweet Tully ; Brutus* bastard hand 
Stabb’d Julius Caesar ; savage islanders, 

Pompey the great : and Suffolk dies by pirates. 

[Exit Suv., with Whit, and others. 
Cap, And as for these whose ransom we have set, 

It is our pleasure one of them depart : — 

Therefore come you with us, and let him go. 

[Exeunt all hut the first Gentleman. 

Ee-enter Whitmore, with Suffolk’s hodyi 
Whit, There let his head and lifeless body lie, 

Until the queen his mistress bury it. [Exit 

1 Gent. O barbarous and bloody spectacle I 
His body will I bear unto the king ; 

If he revenge it not, yet will his friends ; 

So will the queen, ^at living held him dear. 

[Exit, with Hhe body. 

^ Bezonian was a term of contempt, of somewhat uncertain 
derivation. 
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SCENE IL— Elackheath. 

Enter George Bevis and John Hollai 

Geo, Come, and get thee a sword, though m 
lath ; they have been up these two days. 

John. They have the more need to sleep now 

Geo. I tell the^ Jack Cade the clothier n 
dress the commonwealth, and turn it, and s< 
nap upon it. 

John. So he had need, for ’t is threadbare, 
say it was never merry world in England since 
men came up. 

Geo. O miserable age! Virtue is not rega 
handicrafts-men. 

John. The nobility think scorn to go in leathei 

Geo. Nay, more, the king’s council are ] 
workmen. 

John. True. And yet it is said, Labour in 
cadon ; which is as much to say as, let the ma 
be labouring men ; and therefore should we be 
trates. 

Geo. Thou hast hit it : for there ’s no better s 
brave mind than a hard hand. 

John. I see them ! I see them ! There ’s Be 
the tanner of Wingham ; — 

Geo. He shall Imve the skins of our enemies, 
leadier of. 

John. And Dick the butcher, — 

Geo. Then is sin struck down like an < 
’ iniquity'’8 throat cut like a calf. ' 

Joik^ And Smith the weaver. 

Geo. Argo, their thread of life is s^pn. 

John. Com^ come, let V fell in with them. 

JDrttm. Enter Caub, Dick the hxteher, Smi 
roeamr, and a&iers in great mtmber^ 

Cade. We Jdm Cade, so termed of our s 
fether, — 
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Bichl Or ralher, of stealing a cade of herrings^^^ 

Cade —for our enemies shall fall before us, inspired 
with the spirit of putting down tings and prmces,- 
Command silence. 

Dick. Silence I 

Cdie. My father was a Mortimer,— • 

Diei. He was an honest man, and a good bnc^M^CT. 

Me* Ay, by my faith, the field is honourable ; and 
vtc/t. ^y, ^ ^ ’ Vg^cre; for his father had 

there was he bom, nnaeraneage, lui r 

never a house but the cage. L 

S^iTi'^s/nS; for begga^ is valiant [Aside. 
Cade. I am able to endure much. 

Dick. No question of that; for I have ^ 
whipped three market days together. [^'S^ e. 

CnAe I fear neither sword nor nre. 

Smith. He need not fear the sword, for his 

^^^ick. But methinks he should st^d in f^^-r ^ 

burnt r the hand for stealmg of sheep. lAstde. 
/ Cade. Be brave then ; for your captam is brave, and 
vows reformation. There shall be, m 
Slfoenny loaves sold for a pStoy : the ^e^hoor^ pot 
shaU have ten hoop; and I will make it felony to 
drink small beer: all the realm shall be m cc^nmon, 

a A cade ofkernngs. according to ^ 
is a comaining somewkat more than half a harrd. 
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aad in Gbeapside shall my palfrey go to grass. And, 
I am king, (as king I will be) 

All. God save your majesty ! 

Cade. I thank you, good people : — there shall be no 
money j all shall eat and ^ink on my score ; and I 
will apparel them all in one livery, that they may agree 
like brothers, and worship me their lord 

Dick. The first thing we do, let’s kill all the law- 
yers. 

Cade. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a la- 
mentable thing, that of the skin of an innocent lamb 
should be made parchment? that parchment, being 
scribbled o’er, should undo a man? Some say tiie bee 
stings : but I say ’t is the bee’s wax, for I did but seal 
once to a thing, and I was never mine own man since. 
How now ? who *s there ? 

Enter seme, bringing in the Clerk of Chatham. 

The clerk of Chatham; he can write and 
read, and cast accompt. 

Cad^. O monstrous ! 

V7e took him setting of boys’ copies. 

Cade. Here ’s a villain ! 

Smith, H’ as a book in his pocket with red letters in ’t. 

Cade. Nay, then he is a conjurer. 

Dick. Nay, he can make obligations, and write 
court-hand. 

Cade. I am sorry for ’t : the man is a proper man, 
of mine honour ; unless I find him guilty he shall not 
die. — Come hither, sirrah, I must examine thee : What 
is tby name! 

Clerk. Emmarmeh 

Dick. They use to write it on the top of letters ; — 
’T will go hard with you. 

Cade. Let me alone ; — ^Dost thou use to write thy 
name? or hast thou a mark to thyself, like an hmest 
plain-dealing man f 
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CUrh. Sir, I thank God I have been so well brought 
up that I can write my name. 

All. He hath, confessed: away with him; he *s a 
villain and a traitor. 

Cade. Awa.y with him, I say : hang him with hia 
pen and inkhom about his neck. 

\Bxeunt some with the Clerk. 

Enter Michael. 

Mich. Where ’s our general? 

Cade. Here I am, thou particular fellow. 

Mich. Fly, fly, fly ! sir Humphrey Stafford and hia 
brother axe hard by, with the king’s forces. 

Cade. Stand, villain, stand, or I ’ll fell thee down : 
He shall be encounter^ with a man as good as him- 
self : He is but a knight, is ’a? 

Mich. No. 

Cade. To equal him, I will make myself a knight 
presently: Rise up sir John Mortimer. Now have at 
him. 

Enter Sir Humphrey Stafford, and William his 
brothers drum and Forces. 

Staf. Rebellious hinds, the filth and scum of Kent, 
Mark’d for the gallows, lay your weapons down, 

Home to your cottages, forsake this groom ; 

The king is merciful, if you revolt. 

PF. Staf. But angry, wrathful, and inclin’d to blood, 
If you go forward : Therefore yield, or die. 

Cade. As for tliese silken-coated slaves, 1 pass not ; 
It is to you, good people, that I speak, 

OveSr whom, in time to come, I hope to reign ; 

For I am rightful heir unto the crown. 

Staf Villain, thy father was a plasterer; 

And thou thyself a shearman, art toon not % 

Cade. And Adam was a g^denec. 

IV. Staf. And what of that? 
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Cade, Marry, this: — ^Edmund Mortimer, e 
March, 

Married the duke of Clarence’ daughter : — ^Did h 
Staf, Ay^ sir. 

Cade. By her he had two children at one birth 
W. Stqf. That ’s false. 

Cade, Ay, there ’s the question ; but, I say, ’th 
The elder of them, being put to nurse, 

Was by a beggar-woman stolen away; 

And, ignorant of his birth and parentage, 

Became a bricklayer when he came to age : 

His son am I ; deny it if you can. 

Dick, Nay, ’t is too true ; therefore he shall be 
Smith. Sir, he made a chimney in my father’s ] 
and the bricks are alive at this day to testify it ; 
fore, deny it not. 

Staf. And will you credit this base drudge’s w 
That speaks he knows not what ? 

AU. Ay, marry, will we; therefore get ye gone 
fV, Staf, Jack Cad^ the duke of York hath t 
y<m this. 

Cade, He lie^ for I invented it myself. 

— Go to, sirrah : Tell the king from me, that, i 
father’s sake, Henry the fifth, in whose time boys 
to span-cotmter for French crowns, I am content h( 
reign ; but I ’ll be protector over him. 

Dick, And, ftirthermore, we ’ll have the lord 
head, for sdling the dukedom of Maine. 

Cade, And ^d reason, for thereby is Enj 
maimed, and frin to go with a staff, but that my 
sance holds it up. Fellow kings, I tell you, tha 
lord Say hath gelded the commonwealth, and mi 
an eunuch : and more than that, he can speak Fi 
and therefore he is a traitor. 

Staf. O gross and miserable ignorance 1 
Cade. Nay, answer, if you can : The Frenchmc 
our enemies : go to then, I ask but this,^ — can h< 
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speaks with the tongue of an enemy be a good coun- 
sellor, or no? _ 

All No, no ; and therefore we 11 have his head. 

W. Staf, Well, seeing gentle words will not prevail, 
Assail them with the army of the king. 

Staf, Herald, away : and, throughout every town, 
Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade ; 

That those which fly before the battle ends 
May, even in their wives’ and children’s sight, 

Be hang’d up for example at their doors : 

And you that be the king's friends follow me. 

\Exeu 7 tt the two Staffords, and Forces. 
Cade. And you that love the commons follow me. 
Now show yourselves men, ’t is for liberty. 

We will not leave one lord, one gentleman: 

Spare none, but such as go in clouted shoon ; 

For they are thrifty honest men, and such 
As would (but that they dare not) take our parts. 

Dick. They are all in order, and march toward us. 
Cade. But then are we in order, when we are most 
out of order. Come, march forward. [Exeunt. 

SCENE Ill.—Anotjier part 0 / Blackheath. 

Alarum. The tico parties enter and fight, and both 
the Staffords are slain. 

Cade. Where ’s Dick the butcher of Ashford? 

Dick. Here, sir. 

Cade. They fell before thee like sheep and oxen, and 
flioubehavedst thyself as if thouhadst been in mine own 
slaughter-house: therefore thus will I rew^theA-— 
The Lent shall be as long again as it is ; and thousfaalt 
have a licence to kill for a hundred lacking one, 

Dick. I desire no more. 

Cade. And, to speak truth, thou detest 
This monument of the victory will I bearj and the 
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bodies shall be dragged at my horse’ heels, till 
come to London, where we will have the mayor’s i 
borne before us. 

Dick. If we mean to thiive and do good, break 
the gaols, and let out the prisoners. 

Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, 
march towards London. [Ex 

SCENE IV. — London. A Room in the Pah 

Enter King Henry, reading a supplication i 
Duke or Buckingham, a7id Lord Say, with > 
at a distance^ Queen Margaret, mourning 
Suffolk’^ head. 

Q. Mar, Oft have I heard that grief softens the r 
And makes it fearful and degenerate j 
Think therefore on revenge, and cease to weep. 

But who can cease to weep, and look on this ? 
Here may his head lie on my throbbing breast : 
But where ’s the body that I should embrace % 
Ruck, What answer makes your grace to the r< 
supplication f 

K. I ’ll send some holy bishop to entreat : 
For God forbid, so many simple souls 
Should perish by the sword ! And I myself. 
Bather than bloody war shall cut them short, 

Will parley with Jack Cade their general. 

But stay, I ’ll read it over once again. 

Q. Moff". Ah, barbarous villains ! hath this lovdj 
Rul’d, like a wandering planet, over me : 

And could it not enforce them to relent, 

That were unworthy to behold the same ? 

K, Pm. Lord Say, Jack Cade has sworn to hav 
head. 

Sag. Aj, but I hope your highness shall have hi 
K. Pm. How now, madam ? 

Stni lamenting, and mourning for Suffolk’s death 
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I fear me, love, if that I had been dead. 

Thou wouldest not have mourn’d so much for me. 

Q. Mar. No, my love, I should not mourn, but die 
for thee. 

JSnfer a Messenger. 

JK". Hen, How now ! what news ? why com’st thou in 
such haste? 

Mess. The rebels are in Southwark. ^ Fly, my lord . 
Jack Cade proclaims himself lord Mortimer, 

Descended from the duke of Clarence’ bouse ; 

And calls your grace usurper, openly,^ 

And vows to crown himself in Westminster. 

His army is a ragged multitude 

Of hinds and peasants, rude and merciless : 

Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother’s death 
Hath given them heart and courage to proceed ; 

All scholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen,^ 

They call false caterpillars, and intend their death. 

K. Hen. 0 graceless men! they know not what they do. 
Buck. My gracious lord, retire to Killingworth,^ 
Until a power be rais’d to put them down. 

Q. Mar. Ah ! were the duke of Suffolk now alive, 
These Kentish rebels would be soon appeas’d, 

K. Hen. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee. 

Therefore away with us to KiUingworth.^ 

Say. So might your grace’s person be in danger : 
The sight of me is odious in their eyes; 

And ^erefore in this city will I stay, 

And live alone as secret as I may. 

Enter another Messenger. 

2 Mess. Jack Cade hath gotten London-bridgej 
The citizens fly and forsake their houses ; 

The rascal people, thirsting after prey, ^ 

* KUlmywonJi. This is the old orthography ot 
is still the local pronunciatioTi. 
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Join witii tibe traitor ; and they jointly swear 
To spoil the city and your royal court. 

Buck. Tlien linger not, my lord ; away, take he 
BL Hen. Come, Margaret; God, our hope, will 
cour us. 

Q. Mar. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is decea 
K. Hen. Farewell, my lord ; [to Lord Say] 
not the Kentish rebels. 

Btuk. Trust nobody, for fear you be betray’d. 
Say. The trust I have is in mine innocence, 
And therefore am I bold and resolute. [Bxi 

SCENE V . — The same. The Tower. 

Enter Lord Scales, and others, on the walls, 
eni&r certain Citizens, lelow. 

Scales, How now? is Jack Cade slain? 

1 Ctt. N(^ my lord, nor likely to be slain ; for 
have won ihe bridge, killing all those that withs 
them ; The lord mayor craves aid of your honour 
the Totfer, to defend the city from the rebels'. 

Scales. Such aid as I can spare you shall comm 
But I am troubled here with them myself : 

The rebels have essay’d to win the Tower. 

Bat get you to Smithfield, and gather bead. 

And thither I will send you Matthew Gkragh; 
Fight for your king, your country, and your lives 
And so farewell, for I must hence again. [Ea 

SCENE VL — The same. Cannonnstreet. 

Enter Jack Cade, and Jds Followers. He strik 
staff on London-stone, 

Cade. Now is Mortimer lord of this city. And 
sitting upon London-stone, I charge and comt 
that, of the city’s cost, the pissing-conduit run no 
hut claret wine this first year of our reign. And 
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henceforward, it shall be treason for any that calls me 
Other than lord Mortimer. 

Enter a Soldier, running. 

Sold. Jack Cade ! Jack Cade ! 

Cade. Knock him down there. {They kill Um. 
Smith. If this fellow be wise, he’ll never call you 
Jack Cade more : I think he hath a very fajr warnmg. 
Eiok. My lord, there ’s an army gathered together in 

Cade. Come then, let’s go fight with them ; But, 
first, go and set London-bridge on fire; and, it you 
can, bum down the Tower too. Come, let s 

SCENE Yll.-^The same. Smithfield. 

Alarum. Enter, on one side, Cade and his company ; 
on the other, Citizens, a7id the Kings 
headed hy Matthew Gough. They fight ; the 
Citizens are routed, and Matthew Gough is slain. 

Cade. So, sirs : — Now go some and pull down the 
Savoy ; others to the inns of court ; down with them 

hick. I have a suit unto your lordship. . ^ ^ 

Cade. Be it a lordship, thou shalt have it for that 

^^^Dick. Only, that the laws of England may come out 

**^5o^.^Mass, ’t will be sore law then ; for he wm 
thrust in the mouth with a spear, and t is not whole 
vet {Aside. 

^ Srnm. Nay, John, it will be stinking law; for Hs, 
breath stinks with eating toasted cheese. 

Cade. I have thought upon it, it shall be sg. 
bum all the records of the realm ; my moutii ^ 
the parliament of England. 
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John. Then we are like to have biting- statutes, un- 
less his teetli be pulled out. [Aside. 

Cade. And henceforward all things shall be in com- 
mon. 


Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, a prize, a prize ! here ’s the lord Say, 
which sold the towns in France ; he that made us pay 
one-and-twenty fifteens, and one shilling to the pound, 
the last subsidy. 

E^iter George Bevis, with the Lord Say. 

Cade. Well, he shall be beheaded for it ten times. — 
Ah, thou say, thou serge, nay, thou buckram lord ! now 
art thou within point blank of our jurisdiction regal. 
What canst thou answer to my majesty, for giving up 
of ISTormandy unto monsieur Basimecu, the dauphin of 
France ? Be it known unto thee, by these presence, 
even the presence of lord Mortimer, that I am the besom 
that must sweep the court clean of such filth as thou 
art. Thou hast most traitorously corrupted the youth 
of tlie realm, in erecting a grammar-school : and whereas, 
before, our forefathers had no other books but the score 
and the tally, thou hast caused printing to be used ; and, 
contrary to the king, his crown and dignity, thou hast 
built a paper-mill. It will be proved to thy face, that 
thou hast men about thee that usually talk or a noun, 
and a verb ; and such abominable words as no Christian 
ear can endure to hear. Thou hast appointed justices 
of peace, to call poor men before them about matters 
they were not able to answer. Moreover, thou hast pul 
them in prison ; and because they could not read thou 
hast hanged them ; when, indeed, only for that cause 
they have been most worthy to live. Thou dost ride on 
a foot-cloth, dost thou not? 

Say. What of that ? 

Cade. Marry, thou oughtest not to let thy horse wear 
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a cloalc, when honester men tiban thon go in their hose 
and doublets- 

DicJc, And work in their shirt too ; as myself, for 
example, that am a butcher. 

Say. You men of Kent, — 

What say you of Kent? 

Say. Nothing but this : ’T is hona terroy mala gens. 
Cade. Away with him, away with him 1 he speaks 
Latin- 

Say. Hear me but speak, and bear me where you wilL 
Kent, in the commentaries Csesar writ, 

Is term’d the civill’st place of all this isle : 

Sweet is the country, because full of riches ; 

The people liberal, valiant, active, wealthy ; 

Which makes me hope you are not void of pity. 

I sold not Maine, I lost not Normandy ; 

Yef^ to recover them, would lose my life. 

Justice with favour have I always done ; 

Prayers and tears have mov’d me, gifts could never. 
When have I aught exacted at your hands ? 

Kent to maintain, the king, the realm, and you, 

I^arge gifts have I bestow'd on learned clerks. 

Because my book preferr’d me to the king, 

And seeing ignorance is the curse of God, 

Knowledge ^e wing wherewith we fly to heaven. 

Unless you be possess’d with devilish spirit^ 

You cannot hut forbear to murther me. 

This tongue bath parley'd unto foreign kings 
For your behoof, — 

Cade. Tut I when struck’st thou one blow in the field f 
Say. Oreat men have reaching hands : oft have I 
struck 

Those that I never saw, and struck them dead. 

Geo. O monstrous coward! what, to come b^ufid 
f(dksf 

Say. These cheeks are pale for watching * for vour 
good. 

» Por coQseqaence of 

VOL, VT. Ml 
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Cade, Give Hm a box o’ tbe ear, and that will make 
’em red again. 

Long sitting to determine poor men’s causes 
Hath made me full of sickness and diseases. 

Cade, Ye shall have a hempen caudle then, and the 
pap of hatchet. 

JDic/c. Why dost thou quiver, man*? 

Say. The palsy, and not fear, provoketh me. 

Cade. Nay, he nods at us; as who should say, I’ll 
be even with you. I’ll see if his head will stand 
steadier on a pole, or no : Take him away, and behead 
him. 

Say. Tell me, wherein have I offended most? 

Have I affected wealth, or honour ; speak? 

Are my chests fill’d up with extorted gold ? 

Is my apparel sumptuous to behold? 

Whom have I injur’d, that ye seek my death ? 

These hands are free guiltless blood-shedding. 

This breast from harbouring foul deceitful thoughts. 

O, let me live I 

Cade. I feel remorse in myself with his words : but 
1 11 bridle it; he shall die, an it be but for pleading so 
well for his life. Away with him ! he has a fiuniliar 
under his tongue ; he speaks not o’ God’s name. Go, take 
him away, I say, and strike off his head presently ; and 
then break into bis son-in-law’s house, sir James Cromer, 
and strike off his head, and bring them both upn two 
poles hither. 

All. It shall be done. 

Say. Ah, countrymen! if when you make your 
prayers, 

God should be so obdurate as yourselves, 

How would it frire with your departed souls? 

And therefore yet relent, and save my life. 

' Cade. Away with him, and do as I command ye. 
\^Exeimt some, toUh Lord Sa.y.} The proudest peec 
in the realm shall not wear a head on his shoulders, tm- 
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less lie jmy me tribute ; there shall not a maid be mar- 
ried, but she shall pay to me her maidenhead ere they 
have it : Men shall hold of me in capita ; and we charge 
and command that their wives be as free as heart can 
wish, or tongue can tell. 

Dick, My lord, when shall we go to Gheapside, and 
tahe up commodities upon our bills 

Cade. Marry, presently. 

All. O brave 1 

jRe-enjfer Rebels, with the 7ieads of Lorb Say and Ms 
Son-in-law. 

Cade. But is not this braver t — Let them kiss one 
another, for they loved well when they were alive. Now 
part them again, lest they consult about the giving up 
of some more towns in France. Soldiers, defer the spoil 
of the city until night : for with these borne before us, 
instead of maces, will we ride through the streets j and, 
at every corner, have them kiss. — Away I [Exeunt. 

SCENE VIIL—Southwark. 

Alanmi. Enter Cade, and all his RahhUnmit. 

Cade. Up Fish-street! down St. Magnus’ comer! 
kill and knock down! throw them into Thames ! — [A 
parley sounded, then a r&treat7\ What noise is this I 
hear V Dare any be so bold to sound retreat or parley, 
when I command them kdl f 

EmA&i Buckingham and Old Clifford, with Farces. 

Buck. Ay, here they be that dare and will disturb 
thee : 

Know, Cade, we come ambassadors from the king ' 

* Upon owr hills. This is an equivoque. The UHs of Cade 
were not UUs of debt (as bonds for the payment of naoney, exe- 
cuted in the simplest form, were anciently called^, hut the 
brown bills of the rabble soldiery. 
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Unto the commons, whom thou hast misled ; 

And here pronounce free pardon to them all 
That will forsake thee, and go home in peace. 

Clif. What say ye, countrymen % will ye relent. 

And yield to mercy, whilst ’t is offer’d you; 

Or let a rabble lead you to your deaths 1 
Who loves the king, and will embrace his pardon, 

Fling up bis cap, and say — God save his majesty ! 

Who hateth him, and honours not his fkther, 

Henry the fifth, that made all France to quake, 

Shake he his weapon at us, and pass by. 

All. God save the king! God save the king I 

Cade. What, Buckingham, and Clifford, are ye so 
brave? — ^And you, baSe peasants, do ye believe Mm? 
will you needs be hanged with your pardons about your 
necks? Hath my sword therefore broke through Lon- 
don gates, that you should leave me at the White Hart 
in Southwark ? I thought ye would never have given 
out these arms, till you had recovered your ancient 
freedom : but you are all recreants and dastards; and 
delight to live in slavery to the nobility. Let them 
break your backs with burthens, take your bouses over 
your heads, ravish your wives and daughters before 
your faces ; For me,-— -X will make shift for one ; and 
so— God’s curse light upon you all 1 

All, We ’ll follow Cade, we ’ll follow Cade. 

Clif, la Cade the son of Henry the fifth, _ 

That thus you do exclaim you ’ll go with him ? 

Will he conduct you through the heart of France, 

And make the meanest of you earls and dukes % 

Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to ; 

Nor knows he how to live but by the spoil, 

Unless by robbing of your friends, and us. 

Were ’t not a sbame that whilst you live at jar, 

The fearful French, whom you late vanquished. 
Should make a start o’er seas, and vanquish you? 

' Medimlffi, already, in this civil broil, 
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I see them lording it in I.ondon streets, 

Crying — ViHageou I unto all they meet. 

Better ten thousand base-born Cades miscarry, 

Than you should stoop unto a Frenchman’s mercy. 

To France, to France, and get what you have lost; 
Spare England, for it is your native coast : 

Henry hath money, you are strong and manly ; 

Ood on our side, doubt not of victory. 

All, A Clifford I a Clifford I we 11 fallow the king, 
and Clifford. 

Cade. Was ever feather so lightly blown to and fro 
as this multitude % The name of Henry the fifth hales 
diem to a hundred mischiefs, and makes them leave me 
desolate. I see them lay their heads tc^ther to sur- 
prise me : my sword make way for me, mr here is no 
staying. — In despite of the devils and hell, have through 
the very middest of you ! and heavens and honour be 
witness, that no want of resolution in me, but only my 
followers’ base and ignominious treasons, makes me 
betake me to my heels. 

Buck. What, is he fled? go some, and follow him; 
And he that brings his head unto the king 
Shall have a thousand crowns for his reward. — 

\Bxeunt some of thsm. 
Follow me, soldiers ; we 11 devise a mean 
To reconcile you all unto the king, \dlxeiint 

SCENE IX. — ^Killingworth Castle. 

Efder King Henry, Queen Margaret, and Somer- 
set, on the terrace of the Castle. 

K. Mm. Was ever king that joy’d an earthly throne, 
And could command no more content than I ? 

No sooner was I crept out of my cradle, 

But I was made a kmg, at nine montlis old ; 

Was never subject long’d to be a lung, 

As I do long and wish to be a subject. 
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Enter BucKiHaHAM and Clifford. 

Bmh. Health and glad tidings to your majesty ! 

K. Een. Why, Buckingham, is the traitor Cade sur- 
pris’d ? 

Or is he but retir’d to make him strong ? 

Enter y hehw, a great number of Cade’s Eolhwers, with 
halters about their neoks. 

CUf He ’s fled, my loid, and all his powers do 
yield 5 

And humbly thus, with halters on their necks, 

Expect your highness’ doom, of life or death. 

K. Sen. flien, Heaven, set ope thy everlasting gates, 
To entertain my vows of thanks and praise — 

Soldiers, this day have you redeem’d your lives, 

^d show’d how well you love your prince and country : 
Continue still in this so good a mind, 

And Henry, though he be infortunat^ 

Assure yourselves, will never be unkind ; 

And so, wiih thanks, and pardon to you all, 

I do dismiss you to your several countries. 

AIL God save the king I God save the king I 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess-, Please it your grace to be advertised, 

The duke of York is newly come from Ireland : 

And with a puissant and a mighty power, 

Of Gallowglasses and stout Kernes, 

Is marching hitherward in proud array ; 

And still proclaimeth, as he comes along, 

His arms are only to remove from thee 

The duke of Somerset, whom he temw a traitor, 

jPT. Sen, Thus stands my state, ’twixt Cade and York 
distress’d ; 

Like to a ship, that having scap’d a tempest,^ 

Is straightway calm’d and boarded with a pirate : 
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But now* is Cade driven back, bis mp dispers’d; 

And now is Tork in arms to second him. 

I pray thee, Buckingham, go forth and meet him ; 

And ask him, what ’s the reason of these arms. 

Tell him, I ’ll send duke Edmund to the Tower ; 

And, Somerset, we will commit thee thither, 

Until his army be dismiss’d from him. 

Som. My lord, 

1 11 yield myself to pnson willingly, 

Or unto death, to do my country good. ^ 

JBT. Hew. In any case, be not too rough in terms; 

For he is fierce, and cannot brook hard langu^e. 

Buck. 1 will, my lord ; and doubt not so to deal 

As all things shall redound imto your goo^ 

K. Hew. Come, wife, let ’s in, and lealn to govern 

For yet may Ii’glaai 

SCENE X.— K.enl. Iden’s Garden. 

Enter Capb. 

Cade. Fie on amlDition! fie on myse^ Uiat a 
sword, and yet am ready to famish ! These five days 
have i hid me in these woods; and durst not peep out, 
for all the country is lay’d for me. But now am I so 
hungry that if I might have a lease of ^ ® 

thoiSsmd years, I could stay no longer, merefor^ on 
a brick-wall have I climbed into this gardm ; to ^ rf 
I can eat grass, or pick a sallet another while, which is 
not amiss to cool a man’s stomach this hot weathra. 
And I tbink this word sallet was bom to do me go^ . 
for, many a time^ but for a sallet >■ my brain-pan 
been cleft witb a brown bill; and, many a tim^ wtien 

a But now— just uow. 

>» SaUet, or saUad— a helmet. 
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I have been dry, and bravely marchingf, it hath served 
me instead of a q[nart-pot to drink in : And now the 
word sallet ^ must serve me to feed on. 

Enter InEN, with Servants. 

Iden. Lord, who would live turmoiled in the couit, 
And may enjoy such quiet walks as these f 
This small inheritance my father left me 
Contenteth me, and ’s worth a monarchy. 

I seek not to wax great by others’ waning ; 

Or gather wealth I care not with what envy ; 

Sufiiceth that I have maintains my state. 

And sends the poor well pleased from my gate. 

Cade. Here ’s the lord of the soil come to seize me 
for a stray, for entering his fee simple without leave. 
Ah, villain, thou wilt betray me, and get a thousand 
crowns of the king by carrying my head to him ; but 
I make thee eat iron like an ostrich, and swallow my 
sword like a great pin, ere thou and I part. 

Iden. 'Why, rude companion, whatsoe’er thou b^ 

I know thee not ; Why then should I betray thee ? 

Is ’t not eijough to br^ into my garden, 

And, like a thief, to come to rob my grounds, 

Climbing my walls in spite of me the owner, 

But thou wilt brave me with these saucy terms ? 

Cade. Brave thee ? ay, by the best blood that ever 
was broached, and beard thee too. Look on me well : 
I have eat no meat these five days ; yet, come thou and 
thy five men, and if I do not leave you all as dead as a 
door-nail, I pray God I may never eat grass more. 
Iden. Hay, it shall ne’er be said, while England 
stands, 

That Alexander Iden, an esquire of Kent, 

Took odds to combat a poor famish’d man. 

Oppose thy steadfast gazing eyes on mine, 

*■ SaSett or salad -— ql herb which is eaten salted—sa^atla:. 
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See if thou caust outface me with thy looks. 

Set limb to limb, and thou art far the lesser 5 
Thy hand is but a finger to my fist ; 

Thy leg a stick, compared with this truncheon ; 

My foot shall fight with all the strength thou hast ; 

And if mine arm be heaved in the air, 

Thy grave is digged already in the earth. 

As for words, whose greatness answers words, 

Xtet this my sword report what speech forbears. 

Cade, By my valour, the most complete champion 
that ever I heard. — Steel, if thou turn the edge, or cut 
not out the burly-boned clowm in chines of beef ere 
thou sleep in thy sheath, I beseech Jove on my knees 
thou mayest be turned to hobnails. [They fight, Caue 
faUs!\ O, I am slain! famine, and no other, hath 
slain me : let ten thousand devils come against me, 
and give me but the ten meals I have lost, and I ’d 
defy them all. Wither, garden ; and be henceforth a 
burying-place to all that do dwell in this house, be- 
cause the un conquered soul of Cade is fled. 

Iden, Is*t Cade that I have slain, that monstrous 
traitor? 

Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed, 

And hang thee o’er my tomb, when 1 am dead : 

Ne’er shall this blood be wiped from thy point; 

But thou shalt wear it as a herald’s coat. 

To emblaze the honour that thy master got. 

Cade. Iden, farewell ; and be proud of thy victory : 
Tell Kent from me she hath lost her best man, and ex- 
hort all the world to be cowards ; for I, that never 
feared any, am vanquished by famine, not by valour. 

, [Bies^ 

Iden, How much thou wrong*st me, Heaven be my 
judge. 

Di€^ damned wretcb, the curee of her that bare thee! 
And as I thrust thy body in with my sword. 
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So wish I, I might thrust thy soul fo hell. 

Hence will I drag thee headlong by the heels 
Unto a dunghill, which shall be thy grav^ 

And there cut off thy most ungracious head ; 

Which I will bear in triumph to the king, 

Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed upon. 

lagging out the body. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE l.—The same. Fields 5 e«wewDartrford and 
bCEiNJi i. Blackheath. 

The Kisa’s Gamp on one side. On the 

attendJ, mth drum and colours : Jm Forces 

at &om& distmc&s 

Yorh. From Ireland thus comes York, to claim hm 

And pluck^e crown from feeble Henry’s * , . 

aloud; bum, bright, 

To entertain great Engird s 

Ab, sancta majcstas ! wbo wo^d not b«y ^lee aeax 
Let them obey that know not bow . 

This hand was made to handle nought but goia . 

I carmot give due action to my words. 

Except a sword or sceptre batoce it. 

A scepti-e shall it have, have I a soul, 

On which I ’ll toss the fleur^e-luce of France. 

Enter Buckikuha-m. 

Whom have we here ? Buokiugham, ^tob me? 

Fork. Humphrey of Buckingham, 1 accept my 

Alt thou amessmger, or come of pleasure? 

1 messenV ftom Henry, omr ^ bege. 

To know the reason of these arms in peace , 

Or why thou, being a subject I ^ 

Against thy oath and true allegiance sworn, 
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STicraldst raise So great a power without Hs leav^ 

Or dare to bring thy force so near the court. 

York, Scarce can I speab, my cboler is so great. 

0, 1 could hew up rocbs, and fight with flint, 

I am so angry at these abject terais ; 

And bow, libe Ajax Telamonius, 

On sheep or oxen could I spend my fury ! 

I am far better born than is the king j 
More like a king, more kingly in my thoughts ; 

But I must make fair weather yet a while, 

Till Henry be more weak, and I more strong. — 

[All the preceding is spoken aside. 
Buckingham, I prithee pardon me, ^ 

That I have given no answer all this while ; 

My mind was troubled with deep melancholy. 

The cause why I have brought this army hither. 

Is, to remove proud Somerset from the king, 

Seditious to his grace, and to the state. 

Bmk. That is too much presumption on thy part: 
But if thy arms be to no other end, 

The king hath yielded unto thy demand ; 

The duke of Somerset is in the*Tower. 

York. Upon thine honour, is he prisoner t 
Btcck. Upon mine honour, he is prisoner. 

York, Then, Buckingham, I do dismiss my powers. 
Soldiers, I thank you all ; disperse yourselves ; 

Meet me to-morrow in Saint George’s field, ^ 

You shall have pay, and everything you wish. 

And let my sovereign, virtuous Henry, 

Command my eldest son, nay, all my sons. 

As pledges of my fealty and love, 

I ’ll send them all as willing as I live ; 

Lands, goods, horse, armour, anything I have 
Is his to use, so Somerset may die. 

Bnck, York, 1 commend this kind submission : 

We twain will go into his highness’ tent. 
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K. Hen. BuoTcingliam, doth Yoik intend no hatm 

Tiiat tote’^archeth with thee arm mann? 

York. In all submission and humility, 

York doth present himself unto your holiness. 

^ Then what intend these forces thou dost 

Torh. T^hrave the traitor Somerset from hence ; 

And fight against that momtrons reM Cade, 

Who since I heard to be discomfited. 

Enter Iden, with Cade’s head. 

Jden. If one so rude, and of so mean condition, 

art thou ! — . j i 

0, let me view his visage being de^, 

-« u «v 0- 

gree? 

Iden. Alexander Iden, that s my name j 
A rioor esauire of Kent, that loves his king. , 

^ &Xplease it y’ou, my lord ’t were not amiss 
He were created knight for his good ^rvice 

K. Ben. Men, kneel down : [Be kneels.} B.ise ip a 
knight. , , ^ 

We give thee for reward a thousand marks ; 

And will that thou henceforth attend on us, 

Jden. May Id^ live to merit such a bounty. 

And never live but true unto his liege ! 
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K, Rm, See, Buckingliam ! Somerset comes with 
tile qneen ; 

Go!, bid her hide him quickly from tiie duke. 

Enter Queen Margaret and Somerset. 

Q. Mar. For thousand Yorks he shall not hide his 
head, 

But boldly stand, and front him to his face. 

York, Hor now ! Is Somerset at liberty ? 

Then, York, unloose tliy long-imprison’d thoughts, 

And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart. 

Shall I endure the sight of Somerset? — 

False king I why hast thou broken faith with me. 
Knowing how hardly I can brook abuse ? 

King did I call thee ? no, thou art not king j 
Not fit to govern and rule multitudes, 

Which dar’st not, no, nor canst not rule a traitor. 

That head of thine doth not become a crown ; 

Thy hand is made to grasp a palmer’s staff, 

And not to grace an awful princely sceptre. 

Tliat gold must round engirt these brows of mine ; 
Whose smile and frown, like to Achilles’ spear, 

Is able with the change to kill and cure. 

Here is a hand to hold a sceptre up, 

And witli the same to act controlling laws. 

Give place j by Heaven, thou shalt rule no more 
O’er him whom Heaven created for thy ruler. 

Som. O monstrous traitor ! — I arrest thee, York, 

Of capital treason ’gainst the king and crown : 

Obey, audacious traitor ; kneel for grace. 

York. Wouldst have me kneeil ? first let me ask of 
these, ^ 

If they can brook I bow a knee to man. 

Sirrah, call in my sons to be my bail j [JBx* an Attend. 

“ He probably points to his sons, who are waiting without; 
or, it may be, to his troops. 
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I know, ere they will have me go to ward^ 

They ’ll pawn their swords for my enfranchisement. 

Q Mar. Call hither Clifford; bid him come amam, 
[Exit Buckingham. 

To say, if that the bastard boys of Yo^ 

Shall be the surety for their traitor father. 

York. O blood-bespotted Neapolitan, 

Outcast of Naples, England’s bloody scomgel 
The sons of York, thy betters in their birth, 

Shall be their father’s bail ; and bane to those „ 

That for my surety will refuse the boys. 

Bfd&r Edwarb and Richard Plantagenet, with 
Forces, at one side ; at the other, with Forces also. 
Old Clifpobb, and his Son. 

See, where they come ; I ’ll warrant they ’ll make it 
good. 

Q. Mar. And here comes Clifford, to deny their bail. 
Clif. Health and all happiness to my lord the king 1 

[Eneels. 

York. I diank thee, Clifford : Say, what news with 
thee? 

Nay, do Hot fright us with an angry look : 

We are thy sovereign, Clifford, kneel again ; 

For thy mistaking so we pardon thee- 

CUf. This is my king, York, I do not mistake ; 

But thou mistak’st me much to tliink I do : — 

To Bedlam with him ! is the man grown mad f 

K. Hen. Ay, Gliffwi; a bedlam and ambitious Iiu- 
mour - 

Makes him oppose himself s^ainst his king. 

CUf. He is a traitor; let him to tlie Tower, 

And &op away that factious pate of his. 

Q. Mar. He is arrested, but will not obey ; 

His sons, he say^ shall give their words for him. 

York. Will you not, sons ? 

Edw. Ay, noble fatha-, if our words will serve. 
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And if w^ords wDl not, then our weapons shalL 
CUf, Why, what a brood of traitors have we here I 
York. Look in a glass, and call thy image so ; 

I am thy king, and thou a false-heart traitor. 

Call hither to the stake my two brave b^rs,® * 

That, with the very shaking of their chains. 

They may astonish these fell Imking curs ; 

Bid Salisbury and Warwick come to me. 

Drums. Dnter Warwick Salisbury, with 
Forces. 

CUf. Ate these thy bears ? we ’ll bait thy bears to 
deatli, 

And manacle tlie bearward in their chains, 

If thou dar’st bring them to the baiting-place. 

Rich. Oft have I seen a hot o’erweening cm 
Run back and bite, because he was withlield ; 

Who, being suffer’d witii the bear’s fell paw. 

Hath clapp’d his tail between his legs, and cried : 

And sucli a piece of service will you do, 

If you oppose yourselves to match lord Warwick. 

Clif. Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigested lump, 

As crooked in thy manners as thy shape ! 

York. Nay, we shall heat you thoroughly anon. 

Clif. Take heed, lest by your heat you bum your- 
selves. 

K. Hen. Why, Wanvick, hath thy knee forgot to boT^I 
Old Salisbury, — shame to thy silver hair, 

Thou mad misleader of thy brainsick son ! — 

What, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the ruffian, 

And seek for sonow with thy spectacles ? 

O, where is faith 1? O, where is loyalty % 

If it be banish'd from die frosty head, 

Where shall it find a harbour in the earth ? — 

Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war, 

And shame thine honourable age with blood ? . 

» The hear and ragged the cognizance of the Nevils. 
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Why art thou old and want’st experience ? 

Or wherefore dost abuse it if thou hast it? 

For shame ! in duty bend thy knee to 
That bows unto the grave with mickle age. 

Sal, My lord, I have consider’d with myself 
The title of this moS;t renowned duke ; 

And in my conscience do repute his grace 
The rightful heir to England’s royal seat. ^ 

JT. Kew. Hast thou not sworn allegiance unto me? 
Sal I have. 

X Em, Const thou dispense with Heav^ for snch 
an oath? 

Sal It is great sin, to swear unto a sin ; < 

But greater sin, to keep a sinful oath. 

Who can be boxmd by any solemn vow 
To do a murtherous deed, to rob a man, 

To force a spotless virgin’s chastity. 

To reave the orphan of his patrimony. 

To wring the widow from her custom’d right ; 

And have no other reason for this wrong 
But that he was bound by a solemn oadx ? 

Q, Mar, A subtle traitor needs no sophister. 

K, Hen. Gall Buckingham, and bid him arm himself. 
Toric. Call Buckingham, and all the friends thou hast, 
I am resolv’d for deato, or dignity. 

CKf. The first I warrant thee, if dreams prove true. 
War, You were best to go to bed, and dream again. 
To keep thee from the tempest of the field. 

Clif, I am resolv’d to hear a greater storm 
Than any thou canst conjure up to-day ; 

And fitat I ’ll write upon thy burgonet, 

Might I but know thee by thy household badge. 

Now, by my father’s badge, old Nevfi’s crest, 
The xampant be^, chain’d to the ragged staf^ 

This day 1*11 wear aloft my burgonet, 
on a mountain-h^ the cedar showi^ " 

^at keeps his leaves in spite of any storn^) 
voi. VI. Tst 
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Even to affiight tliee wiiJi the view theireof. 

Clif, And from thy bnrgonet I *11 rend diy bear, 
And tread it under foot wi& all contempt, 

Despite the bearward that protects the bear. 

K CUf. And so to arms, victorious father. 

To quell the rebels, and their ’complices. 

Rich. Fie ! charity, for shame I speak not in spit^ 
For you shall sup with Jesu Christ to-night. 

Y, CUf. Foul stignmtic,^ that ’s more than thou canst 
tell, 

Rwh. If not in heaven, you 11 surely sup in hell. 

[Exeunt seneral^* 

SCENE II.— Saint Alban’s. 

Alarums: Excursions. Efiter Warwick. 

War. Clifford of Cumberland, ’tis Warwick calls I 
Ajid if thou dost not hide thee from the bear, 

Now, when the ang^ trumpet sounds alarum, 

And dead men's cries do fill the empty air, 

Clifford, I say, come forth and fight with me! 

Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwick is hoarse with callii*g thee to arms. 

E7iter York. 

How now, my noble lord? what, all a-foot? 

Yorh. The deadly-handed Clifford slew my ste^ ; 
But match to match I have encounter’d him, 

And made a prey for carrion kites and crows 
Even of the bonny beast he lov’d so well. 

Enter Clifford. 

War. Of one or both of us the time is come. 

^ Sfigmatic. This was the appellation of an offender who hSsd 
been branded — ^upon whom a stigma had been set. Yonag 
Clifford insults Kichard with the natural stigma of hfe de- 
formity. 
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York. Hold, Warwick, seek thee out some other chaaa, 
For I myself must hunt this deer to death. 

JYm. Then, nobly, Yorkj ’tis for a crown thon 
fight’st. 

As I intend, Clifford, to thrive to-day, 

It grieves my soul to leave thee unassail’d. \Exit, 
CUf, What seest thou in me, York t why dost thou 
pause % • 

York. With thy brave hearing should I be in love, 
But tihat thou art so fast mine enemy. 

CUf. Nor should thy prowess want praise and esteem. 
But that ’t is shown ignobly, and in treason. 

York. So let it help me now against thy sword, 

As I in justice and true right express it ! 

CUf. My soul and body on the action both ! — 

York. A dreadful lay !- — address thee instantly. 

[They Jig7i% and Clifford 
CUf. La fin couronne les cmim'es, [Dies. 

York. Thus war hath given thee peace, for thou art 
stni. 

Peace with his soul, Heaven, if it be thy will. \EaM. 
Enter Young Clifford. 

Y. CUf. Shame and confusion I all is on the rout; 
Fear ffames disorder, and disorder wounds 
Where it should guard. O war, thou son of hell, 
Whom angry Heavens do make their minister, 

Throw in die fioxen bosoms of our part 
Hot coals of vengeance I — Let no soldier fly ; 

He that is truly dedicate to war 

TTflth no self-love ; nor he that loves himself 

Hath not esssntially, but by circumstance, 

The name of valour^ — 0, let the vile world ^ad,^ 

l^Seeinff his deadfieffn&r* 
And the premised flames of the last <^y # 

Knit earth and heaven together! 

Now let the general trumpet blow his blasil^ 
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Particularities and petty sounds 

To cease Wast thou ordain’d, dear father, 

To lose thy youth in peace, and to achieve 
The silver livery of advised age, 

And in thy reverence, and tliy chair-days, thus 
To die in ruffian battle? — Even at this sight, 

My heart is turn’d to stone : and, while ’t is mine^ 

It shall be stony. York not our old men spares; 

No more will I their babes : tears virginal 
Shall be to me even as the dew to fire ; 

And beauty, that the tyrant oft reclaims. 

Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax. 

Henceforth I will not have to do with pity: 

Meet I an infant of the house of York, 

Into as many gobbets will I cut i^ 

As wild Medea young Absyrtus did : 

In cruelty will I seek out my fame. 

CJom^ thou new ruin of old Clifford’s house ; 

[TaUnff up Hke body. 

As did jEneas old Anchises bear, 

So bear I tbee upon my manly shoulders ; 

But then ^Eneas bare a living load. 

Nothing so heavy as these woes of mine. [EzU, 

Enter Richard PLArrrAaENRT and Somerset, Jigki- 
mfff and Somerset is killed^ 

Mich. So, lie thou there; — 

For, underneath an alehouse’ paltry sign. 

The Castle in Saint Alban’s, Skimerset 
Hath made the wizard femous in his death.'> 

Sword, hold thy temper : hearty be wrathful still : 
Priests pray for enemies, but princes kill. [ExiL 

* Ta cease — actively — to stop. 

^ See the prediction in Act I.— 

** Let him. shun castles/^ 
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Alarums: Etcmrsions. Enter KiNa Henry, Qipeen 
MAiiGABET, and others, retreating. 

Q. Mar. Away, my lord! you aie slow ; for shame, 
away I 

K. Hen. Can we outrun the heavens ? good Mar- 
garet, stay. 

Q. Mar., What are you made of ? you 11 not fight, 
nor fly : 

Now is it manhood, wisdom, and defence, 

To give the enemy way ; and to secure us 
By what we can, which can no more but fly 

[Alarum afar off. 

If you be ta’en, we tlien should see tlie bottom 
Of all our fortunes : but if we haply scape, 
well we may, if not through your neglect,) 

We shall to London get, where you are lov’d ; 

And where this breach, now in our fortunes made, 

May readily be stopp’d. 

Enter Young Clifford. 

Y. Clif. But that my heart ’s on future mischief set, 
I would speak blasphemy ere bid you fly ; 

But fly you must ; uncurable discomfit 
Reigns in the hearts of all our present parts 
Away, for your relief I and we will live 
To see their day, and them our foitune give : 

Away, my lord, away I [Exeunt, 

SCENE lll.-^FUlds near Saint Alban’s. 

Retreat, Flourish; then ent&r York, 
Richard Plantagenet, Warwick, and Soldiers, 
vnGh dnrum and colours, 

York, Of 'Salisbury, who can report of him ?— 

That winter lion, who in rage forgets 
Aged contusions «nd aH brush of time j 
^ Pflrfij—pufies— party. 
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Aad, like a gallant in the brow of youth, 

Repairs him witb occasion % This happy day 
Is not itself, nor have we won one foot, 

If Salisbury be lost. 

Rich. My noble father, 

Three times to-day I holp him to his horse, 

Three times bestrid him, thrice I led him ofl> 

Persuaded him from any further act : 

But still where danger was, still there I met him ; 

And like rich hangings in a homely house, 

So was his will in his old feeble body. 

Buf^ noble as he is, look where he comes. 

Enter Salisburt. 

Sal. Now, by my sword, well hast thou fought to- 

By the mass, m did we all. — I thank you, Richard t 
- God knows how long it is I have to live ; 

And it hath pleas’d him that three times to-day 
You have defended me from imminent death. 

Well, lords, we have not got that which we have : . 

»T is not enough our foes are this time fled, 

Being opposites of such repairing nature. 

Yorh. I know our safety is to follow them ; 

Pot, as I hear, the king is fled to London, 

To call a present court of parliament. 

Let us pursue him, ere the writs go forth : 

What says lord Warwick? shall we after them ? 

War. After them ! nay, before them, if we can. 
Now, by my hand, lords, t was a glorious day ; 

Saint Alban’s battle, won by famous York, 

Shall be eterniz’d in all age to come. 

Sound, drum and trmnpets : — and to London aU : 

And more such days as these to us befell 1 [Eapeum. 


lEnlr of Mins Hettts 9EP. 
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This drama appears in the original folio collection 
under the title of ‘ The Third Part of Henry the Sixt, 
with the Death of the Duke of Yorke.’ In 1595 was 
published ‘ The True Tragedie of Richard Duke of 
Yorke, and the Death of good King Henry the Sixt, 
with the whole Contention between the two Houses 
Lancaster and Yorke, as it was sundrie times acted by 
the Right Honourable the Earle of Pembrooke his Ser- 
vants.’ Upon this drama is founded ‘ The Third Part 
of Henry VI.,’ in the form in which we have received 
it as Shakspere's. "We believe, as in the case of the 
two previous dramas, and of the * Richard III.,’ which is 
a continuation of the History, that to Shakspere belongs 
the original authorship. The schemes of York are suc- 
cessful, and he is at length in arms ; but he still dis- 
sembles. 

Shakspere has given us every light and shadow of the 
partisanship of chivalry in his delineation of the various 
chaaracters in these two wonderful dramas of the Second 
and Third Parts of * Henry VI.’ Apart and isolated".- 
from all active agency in the quarrel stands out the re-' 
maikable creation of Henry, The poet, with hia in- 
stinctive jndgm«it, has given the king a much higher 
cnaiacter than the chroniclers assign to him. Their re^ 
l at-To n s leave littio doubt npon our minds that his im- 
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becility was very nearly alBed to nte incapad-ty j and 
that tihe thin partition between weakness and idiocy was 
sometimes wholly removed. But Shakspere has never 
painted Henry tinder this aspec^: he has shown us a 
king with virtues unsuited to the age in which he lived ; 
with talents unfitted for the station in which he moved ; 
contemplative amidst fidendsand foes hurried along by 
a distempered energy; peaceful under circumstances 
that could have no issue but in appeals to arms ; just 
in thought, but powerless to assert even his own sense of 
right amidst the contests of injustice which hemmed 
him in. The entire conception of the character of 
Henry, in connexion with the circumstances to which it 
was subjected, is to be found in the Parliament-scene 
of ‘ The Third Part of Henry VI.’ This scene is ^pied 
from the ‘ Contention,’ witii scarcely the addition, or 
alteration of a word. We may boldly affirm tliat poix® 
but Shakspere coiild have depicted witii suchmarveUous 
truth the weakness, based upon a hatred of strife — the 
vacillation, not of imbecile cunning, but of clear-sighted 
candour— the assertion of power through the influence 
of habit, but of a power trembling even at its own autho- 
rity — ^the glimmerings of courage utterly extinguished 
by the threats of ‘‘ armed men,” and proposing compro- 
mise even worse than war. It was weakness such as 
this which inevitably raised up the fiery partisans th^ 
the poet has so wonderfully depicted; the bloody Clif- 
ford— the “ she-wolf of France”— the dissembling York 
—the haughty W^arwick — the voluptuous Edward 
and, last and most terrible of all, he that best explains 
his own character, ‘‘ I am myself alone.” 
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One by one the partisans that are thus marshalled 
by the poet in the Parliament-scene of London are 
swept away by die steady progress of that justice which 
rides over their violence and their subtlety. The hollow 
tru^e is broken, Margaret is ready to assail York in 
his castle ; York is prepared for the field, having learned 
from the precocious sophist Richard how an “ oath is 
of no moment.” Now are let loose all the “ dogs of 
war.” The savage Clifford strikes down the innocent 
Rutland ; the more savage Margaret dips her napkin 
in his blood. York perishes under the prolonged retri- 
bution that awaited the ambition that dallied with 
murder and rebellion. Cliffoi'd, to whom nothing is 
so odious as harmful pity,” falls in the field of Towton, 
where the son was arrayed against the ^a^h^r, and 1he 
father against the son ; and the king, more ‘‘ woe- 
begone” than the unwilling victims of ambition, mo- 
ralises upon the happy life” of the homely swain.” 
The great actors of the tragedy are changed. Edward 
and Richard have become the leaders of the Yorkists, 
with Warwick, the king-maker,” to rest upon. Henry 
has fled to Scotland j Margaret to France. Then is 
unfolded another leaf of that Sibylline book. Edward 
is on the throne, careless of everything but self-gratifi- 
cation; despising bis supporters, oflending even his 
brothers. Warwick takes arms against him ; Clarence 
deserts to Warwick ; Richard alone remains ^ithful, 
sneering at his brother, and laughing in the conc^l- 
meat of his own motives for fidelity. Edward is a ^ 
fugitive and finally a captive j but Richard redeems 
him, and Clarence again cleaves to him. The second 



218 


INTRODTJCTOEY EEK4EKS. 

reTolution is accomplislied. The “ Tdng-niater” yields 
his « body to the earth” in the field of Barnet; Mar- 
garet and her son beconae captives in the plains near 
Tewksbury. Then comes the terrible hour to the tin- 
happy queen — that hour which she foresaw not when 
she gave the bloody napkin” to the wretched York — 
that hour whose intensity of suffering reached its climax 
of expression in You have no children.” But Richard 
is fled, 


“ To make a Moody supper in tke Tower.’ 
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Appears, Act IV. sc. 1. 

Lord Hastings, of the Duke of York’^^otfj^. 
Appears, Act IV. sc. 1; sc. 5 ; sc. 7. Act V. sc. 7. 

Lord Stafford, of the Duke of York's party* 
Appears, Act IV. sc. 1, 
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Sib John Mobtihi®, unek to m Duke of Yoik. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 2. 

SIB Hoas Mobtimbb, uncU to the Duke of York. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 2. 

Henry, Earl of Richmond, a youth. 

• Appears, Act IV. sc. 6. 

Loud Ritbbs, iroth^ to Lady Grey- 
Appears, Act IV. sc. 4. 

Si» William Staijlet. 

Appears, Act IV. sc, 6. 

Sir John Montgomery. 

Appears, Act IV. sc. 7, 

Sib John Somerville. 

Appears, Act V. sc. 1. 

Tutor to Rutland. 

Appeals, Act I. sc. 8. 

Mayor of York. 

Appears, Act IV. sc. 7 

Lieutenant of the Tower. 

Appears, Act IV. sc. 6. 

A Nobleman. 

Appears, Act III. sc. 2* 

Two Keepers. 

Appeal , Act III. sc. 1. 

A Huntsman. 

Appears, Act IV. sc._5. 

A Son that has killed his Father. 

Appears, Act II. sc. 5, 
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A Fatiher that has killed his Son. 

^ppearst Act II. sc. 5. 

Queen Margaret. 

Jxmears, Act I. sc. I ; sc. 4. Act II . sc. 2 ; sc. 5. Act III • 8C*3. 
Act V. sc. 4 ; sc. 5. 

Lady Grey, afterwards Queen Edward IV. 
Appears^ Act III. sc. 2. Act IV. sc. 1 ; sc. 4. Act V. sc. T. 

Bona, sister to the French Queen. 

Appears, Act III. sc. 3. 

Soldiers, and other Attendants on King Henry and 
King Edward, Messengers, Watchmen, 

SCENE^ — ^DURING PART OP THE Thted Act, in 
France; during ail the rest of the Play, 
IN England. 



KING HENRY VI. 

PART III. 


ACT L 

SCENE I. — London. 2%^ Parliament-House. 

Drmns. Some Soldiers of York’s Party Ireah ifu 
Then, enter the Duke of York, Edward, Richard, 
Norfolk, Montague, Warwick, and others, with 
white roses in their hats. 

War. I wonder how the king escap’d our hands. 
York. While we pursued the horsemen of the north, 
He slily stole away, and left his men : 

Whereat the great lord of Northumberland, 

Whose warlike ears could never brook retreat, 

Cheer'd up the drooping army ; and himseli^ 

Lord Clifford, and lord Stafford, all abreast, 

Charg’d our main battle’s front, and, breaking in, 

Were by the swords of common soldiers slain. 

Bdw. Lord Stafford’s father, duke of Buckingham, 

Is either slain or wounded dangerous : 

I cleft his beaver with a downright blow ; 

That this is tnie^ father, behold his blood. 

l^Showiny his bloody sword. 
Mont. An^ brother, here ’s the earl of Wiltshire’s 
blooA {To York, showing his. 

Whom I encounter’d as the battles join’d. 

Rich. Speak thou for me, and tell thraa what I did. 

[ Throwing down the Duke of Somerset’s head. 

VOL. VI o 
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York, Kichard liaih best deserv’d of all my sons. — 
Blit, is your grace dead, my lord of Somerset? 

Norf. Such hope have all the line of John of Gaunt ! 
Rich, Thus do I hope to shake king Henry’s head. 
PFar, And so do I, victorious prince of York. 

Before I see thee seated in that throne 
Which now the house of Lancaster usurps, 

I vow by Heaven, these eyes shall never close. 

This is the palace of the fearful king, 

And this the regal seat : possess it, York ; 

For this is thine, and not king Henry’s heirs’. 

York. Assist me then, sweet Warwick, and I will } 
For hither we have broken in by force. 

Norf. We ’ll all assist you; he that flies shall die. 
York, Thanks, gentle Norfolk, — Stay by me, my 
lords ; — 

And, soldiers, stay, and lodge by me this night. 

War. And when the king comes ofler him no vio- 
lence, 

Unless he seek to thrust you out perforce. \_The^ retire. 
York. The queen, this day, here holds her parlia- 
ment, 

But little thinks we shall be of her council : 

By words, or blows, here let us win our right. 

Rich. Arm’d as we are, let ’s stay within this house. 
War. The bloody parliament shall this be call’d. 
Unless Plantagenet, duke of York, be king ; 

And bashful Henry depos’d, whose cowardice 
Hath made us by-wor^ to our enemies. 

York. Then leave me not, my lords ; be resolute ; 

I mean to take possession of my right. 

War. Neither the king, nor he that loves him best. 
The proudest he that holds up Lancaster, 

Dares stir a wing if Warwick shake his bells. 

I 'll plant Plantagenet, root him up who dares : — 
Resolve thee, Richard ; claim the English crown. 
^[Waii. leads York to the throne, who seats himself. 
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Flourish, Enter King Henry, Clifford, Horth- 
U3IBERI.A.ND, Westmoreland, Exetbii, and others, 
with red roses in their hats. 

K. Wen. My lords, look where the sturdy rebel sits. 
Even in the chair of state I belike, he means 
(Back’d by the power of Warwick, that false peer) 

To aspire unto the crown, and reign as king. 

Earl of Northumberland, he slew thy father; 

And tliine, Lord Clifford; and you both have vow’d 
revenge 

On him, his sons, his favourites, and his friends. 

North. If I be not. Heavens be reveng’d on me 1 
CUf. The ho|)€ thereof makes Clifford mourn insl^l. 
West What, shall we suffior this ? let ’s pluck him 
down : 

My heart for anger bums, I cannot brook it. 

K. Wen. Be patient, gentle earl of Westmoreland. 
CUf. Patience is for poltroons, and such as he ; 

He durst not sit there had your father liv’d. 

My gracious lord, here in the parliament 
Let us assail the family of York. 

North. Well hast thou spoken, cousin ; be it so. 

K. Wen. Ah, know you not the city favours them. 
And they have troops of soldiers at their beck ? 

Exe. But when the duke is slain they ’ll quickly fly. 
W. Wen. Far be the thought of this from Henry’s heart. 
To make a shambles of the parliament-house ! 

Cousin of Exeter, frowns, words, and threats. 

Shall be the war that Henry means to use. — 

[They advance to the Duke. 
Thou fectioug duke of York, descend my throne. 

And kned for grace and mercy at my feet ; 

I am thy soyereign. 

York. I am Ihine. 

Exe. For shame, come down ; he made thee duke uf 
York. 
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Y(yrk. It was my mheritance, as the earldom was. 
Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown. 

War. Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown, 

In following this usurping Henry. 

CUf. Whom should he follow but his natural king I 
War. True, Clifford ; and that ’s Richard, duke of 
York. 

K. Wen. And shall I stand, and thou sit in my throne ? 
York. It must and shall be so. Content thyself. 
War. Be duke of Lancaster, let him be king. 

W’est. He is both king and duke of Lancaster ; 

And that the lord of Westmoreland shall maintain. 

War. And Warwick shall disprove it. You forget 
That we are those which chas’d you from the field, 

And slew your fathers, and with colours spread 
March’d through the city to the palace gates. 

North. Yes, Warwick, I remember it to my grief ; 
And, by his soul, thou and thy house shall rue it. 

West. Plantagenet, of thee, and these thy sons, 

Thy kinsmen and thy friends, I ’ll have more lives 
Than drops of blood were in my father’s veins. 

CUf. Urge it no more : lest that, instead of words, 

I send thee, Warwick, such a messenger 
As shall revenge his death before I stir. 

War. Poor Clifford! how I scorn his worthless 
, threats ! , 

York. Will you, we show our title to the crown f 
If not, our swords shall plead it in the field. 

N. Hen. What title hast thou, traitor, to the crown ? 
Thy father was, as thou art, duke of York ; 

Thy grandfather Roger Mortimer, earl of March ; 

I am the son of Henry the fifth, 

Who made the dauphin and the French to stoop, 

And seiz’d upon their towns and provinces. 

War. Talk not of France, sith thou hast lost it all. 
K. Km. The lord protector lost it, and not I ; 

When I was crown’d I was but nine months old. 
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/ 

Uich^ You^gj. enough now, and yet mettinks 
lose : — 

^ Fatb.en^4ear the crown firom the usurper’s head. 

Sweet father, do so ; set it on your head. 
Mont.' Good brotjier [jJo York], as thou lov’st and 
honourest*arnis, 

Let ’s fight it out, and not stand cavilling thus. 

Rich, Sound drums and trumpets, and the king will 
fly, 

York. Sons, peace ! 

K. Rm. Peace thou I and give king Henry leave to 


War, Plantagenet shall speak first :~hear him, lords j 
And be you silent an*d attentive too, 

For he that interrupts him shal'f not live. 
jBT. Ren. Think’st thou that I will leave my kingly 
throne, 

Wherein my grandsire and my father sat? 

No : first shall war impeople this my realm ;• 

Ay, and their colours — often borne in France, 

And now in England, to our heart’s great sorrow — 
Shall be my winding-sheet. — ^Why faint you, lords? 
My title ’s good, and better far than his. 

War. Prove it, Henry, and thou shalt be king. 

JiC. Hen. Henry the fourth by conq^uestgotthe crown. 
York. ’T was by rebellion against his king. 

K. Ren. I know not what to say ; my title ’s weak. 
Tell me, may not a king adopt an heir? 

Y<yrk. What then ? 

K. Ren. An if he may, then am I lawful king : 

For Eichard, in the view of many lords, 

Eesign’d the crown to Henry the fourth j 
Whose heir my father was, and I am his. 

York. He rose against him, being his sovereign, 

And made him to resign ids crown perforce. 

Wa/r. Suppose, my lords, he did it unconstraiii’d. 
Think you ’t were prqudicial to his crown ? 
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Exe. No ; for he could not 
But that the next heir should succeed 
jST. Hen. Art thou against us, duke of ExetSlJ * 

Exe^ His is the right, and therefore pardon " 

York. Why whisper you, my lords, and answer not ? 
Exe. My conscience tells me he is lawful king. 

K. Ren. All will revolt from me, and turn to him, 
ISforth. Plantagenet, for all the claim thou lay’st, 
Think not that Henry shall be so depos’d. 

PYar. Depos’d he shall be, in despite of all. 

North. Thou art deceiv’d : ’t is not thy southern 
power, 

Of Essex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent, — 

Which makes thee tlius presumptuous and proud,—* 
Can set the duke up, in despite of me. 

Clif. King Henry, be thy title right or wrong, 

Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence : 

May that ground gape^ and swallow me alive^ 

Where I shall kneel to him that slew my father 1 
K. Ren. O Clifford, how thy words revive my heart ! 
York. Henry of Lancaster, resign thy crown : 

Wliat mutter you, or what conspire you, lords ? 

War. Do right unto this princely duke of York j 
Or I will fill the house with armed men, 

And over the chair of state, where now he sits. 

Write up his title with usurping blood. 

\_Re stamps, and the Soldiers show themselves. 
K. Ren. My lord of Warwick, hear me but one 
word ; — 

Let for this my lifetime, reign as king. 

York Confirm the crown to me, and to mine heirs, 
And thou shalt reign in quiet while thou liv’st. 

K. Ren. I am content : Eichard Plantagenei^ 

Enjoy the kingdom aftar my decease. 

Clif. What wrong is this unto the prince your son ! 
War. What good is this to England, and himsehfl 
Wesi. Base, fearful, and despairing Henry 1 
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Clif, How hast thou injur’d both thyself and us I 
West. I cannot stay to hear these articles. 

North. Nor I. 

Clif. Come, cousin, let us tell the queen these news. 
West. Farewell, faint-hearted and degenerate king, 
In whose cold blood no spark of honour bides. 

North. Be thou a prey unto the house of York, 

And die in bands for this unmanly deed ! 

Clif. In dreadful war mayst thou be overcome I 
Or live in peace, abandon’d, and despis’d I 

[Exeunt North., Clip., and West. 
War. Turn this way, Henry, and regard them not. 
Exe. They seek revenge, and therefore will not yield. 
K. Ren. Ah, Exeter ! 

War, Why should you sigh, my lord? 

K. Ren. Not for myself, lord Warwick, but my soxi. 
Whom I unnaturally shall disinherit. 

But, be it as it may : — here entail 
The crown to thee, and to thine heirs for ever ; 
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath 
To cease this civil war, and, whilst I live. 

To honour me as thy king and sovereign ; 

And neither by treason, nor hostility, 

To seek to put me down, and reign thyself. 

Ybrh. This oath I willingly take, and will perform. 

[Coming from the throne. 
War. Long live king Henry ! — ^Plantagenet, embrace 
him. 

K. Ren. And long live thou, and these thy forward 
sons I 

York. Now York and Lancaster are reconcil'd. 

Exe. Accurs’d be he that seeks to make them foes ! 

[Senet. The Lords come forward. 
York. Farewell, my gracious lord; I ’ll to my 
castle. 

War. And I ’ll keep London, with my soldiers. 
Notf. And I to Norfolk, with my followers. 
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Mont. And I unto the sea^ from whence I came. 

\Bxeunt York and his Sons^ War., Norf., 
Montague, Soldiers, and Attendants. 

K. Sen. And I, with grief and sorrow, to the court. 

Enter Queen Margaret and Prince of Wales. 

Exe. Here comes the queen, whose looks bewray « her 
anger: 

1 11 steal away. 

IC. Sen. Exeter, so will I- [Goiwy. 

Q. Mar. Nay, go not from me, I will follow thee. 

K. Sen. Be patient^ gentle queen, and I will stay. 
Q. Mar. Who can be patient in such extremes ? 

Ah, wretched man ! ’would I had died a maid, 

And never seen thee, never borne thee son. 

Seeing thou hast prov’d so unnatural a father! 

Hath he deserv’d to lose his birthright thus ? 

Hadst thou but lov’d him half so well as 1 5 
Or felt that pain which I did for him once ; 

Or nourish’d him, as I did with my blood ; 

Thou wouldst have left thy dearest heart-blood there, 
Rather than have made that savage duke thine heir, 
And disinherited thine only son. 

Prince. Father, you cannot disinherit me : 

If you be king, why should not I succeed ? 

JST. Sen. Pardon m^ Margaret; pardon me, sweet 
son ; 

The earl of Warwick and the duke enforc’d me. 

Q. Mar. Enforc’d thee ! art thou king, and wilt be 
forc’d ? 

I shame to hear ihee speak. Ah, timorous wretch ! 

Thou hast undone thyself, thy son, and me ; 

And given unto the house of York such head. 

As thou shalt reign but by their sufferance. 

To entail him and his heirs rmto the crown. 

What is it, but to make thy sepulchre. 

Bewray — discover. 
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And creep into it fax before thy time?* 

Warwick is chancellor, and the lord of Calais ; 

Stem Fanlconbiidge commands the narrow seas; 

The duke is made protector of the realm ; 

And yet shalt thou be safe ? such safety finds 
The trembling lamb environed with wolves. 

Had I been there, which am a silly woman, 

The soldiers should have tossed me on their pikes, 
Before I would have granted to that act. 

But thou preferr’st thy life before thine honour : 

And, seeing thou dost, I here divorce myself, 

Both from thy table, Henry, *and thy bed, 

Until that act of parliament be repeal’d, 

Whereby my son is disinherited. 

The northern lords, that have forsworn thy colours, 
Will follow mine, if once they see them spread : 

And spread they shall be ; to thy foul disgrace. 

And utter ruin of the house of York. 

Thus do I leave thee : — Come, son, let ’s away ; 

Our army is ready ; come, we ’ll after them. 

K. Hen. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me speab. 
Q. Mar. Thou hast spoke too much already; get 
thee gone. 

K. Hen. Gentle son Edward, thou wilt stay with 
me? 

Q. Mar. Ay, to be murther’d by his enemies. 
Prmce. When I return with victory from the field 
I ’ll see your grace : till then, I ’ll follow her. 

Q. Mar. Come, son, away ; we may not linger thus. 

[Exeunt Queen Mab&aret and the Pb-inue. 
K. Hen. Poor queen! how love tome, and to her son, 
Hath made her break out into terms of rage ! 

Reveng’d may she be on that hateful duk6 ; 

Whose haughty spirit, winged with desire, 

Will cost my crown, and, like an empty eagle. 

Tire on the flesh of me and of my son/1 

The loss of those tliree lords torments my heart ; 
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I ’ll write unto f!iein, and entreat them fair ; — 

Come, cousin, you shall be the messenger. 

Rjce. And I, I hope, shall reconcile them all. [JExmnt 

SCENE II.— A Room in Sandal Castle, near Wahe- 
field, in Yorkshire. 

Enter Edwabb, Richard, and Montague. 
Rich. Brother, though I be youngest, give me leave. 
Edw. No, I can better play the orator. 

Mont. But I have reasons strong and forcible. 

Enter York. 

Yorh, Why, how now, sons and brother, at a strife % 
What is your quarrel ? how began it first ? 

Edw, No quarrel, but a slight contention. 

Yorh. About what % 

Rich. About that which concerns your grace, and us ; 
The crown of England, father, which is yours. 

York. Mine, boy? not till king Henry be dead. 
Ri(Ji. Your right depends not on his life,^ or death. 
Edw. Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it now : 

By giving fiie house of Lancaster leave to breathe, 

It will outrun you, father, in the end. 

Yorh. I took an oath that he should quietly reign. 
Edw. But for a kingdom any oath may be broken : 

I would break a thousand oaths to reign one year. 
Rich. No ; God tbrbid your grace should be forsworn. 
Yorh. I shall be if I claim by open war. 

Rich. 1 11 prove the contrary, if you 11 hear me speak. 
Yorh. Thou canst not, son ; it is impossible. 

Rich. An oath is of no moment, being not took 
Before a true and lawful magistrate, 

That hath authority over him that swears : 

Henry bad none, but did usurp the place ; 

Then, seeing ’t was he that made you to depose, 

Your oath, my lord, is vain and frivolous. 
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Therefore, to arms. And, father, do but dunk 
How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown j 
Within whose circuit is Elysium, 

And all that poets feign of bliss and joy. 

Why do we linger thus ? I cannot rest. 

Until the white rose that I wear be dyed 
Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry's heart, 

Y<yrh. Richard, enough ; I will be king, or die. 
Brother, thou shalt to London jiresently. 

And whet on Warwick to this enterprise. 

Thou, Richard, shalt unto the duke of Norfolk, 

And tell him privily of our intenL 
Tou, Edward, shall imto my lord Gobham, 

With whom the Kentishmen will willingly rise : 

In them I trust ; for they are soldiers. 

Witty,’*' courteous, liberal, full of spirit 
While you are thus employ’d, what resteth more. 

But that I seek occasion how to rise, 

And yet the king not privy to my drift, 

* Nor any of the house of Lancaster? 

Enter a Messenger. 

But, stay ; What news % why com’st thou in such post ? 
Mess. The queeo, with all the northern earls and 
lords, 

Intend here to besiege you in your castle : 

She is hard by with twenty thousand men 5 
And therefore fortify your hold, my lord. 

York. Ay, with my sword. What! fhink’st thmi 
that we fear them % *• * 

Edward and Richard, you shall stay witli me ; 

My brother Montague shall post to London : . 

Let noble Warwick, Gobham, and the rest^ 

Whom we have left protectors of the king, 

With powerful policy strengthen themselves, 

And trust not simple Henry, nor his oaths. 

* — of sound judgment — of good uTideacstandiug. 
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Mon^ Brother, I go t I ’ll win them, fear it not ; 

And thtis most humbly I do take my leave, {Exit. 

Enter Sir John and Sir Hunn Mortimer. 

York, Sir John, and sir Hugh Mortimer, mine uncles 1 
You aie come to Sandal in a happy hour; 

The army of the queen mean to besiege us. 

Sir John. She shall not need, we ’ll meet her in the . 
field. 

York. What, with five thousand men? 

Rich. Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need. 

A woman ’s general ; what should we fear ? 

[A march afar off. 
Edw. I hear their drums ; let ’s set our men in order; 
And issue forth, and bid them battle straight. 

York. Five men to twenty ! — though the odds be great, 

I doubt not, uncle, of our victory. 

Many a battle have I won in France, 

When as the enemy hath been ten to one ; 

Why should I not now have the like success? 

\Alarum. Exeunt 

SCENE HI. — Plains near Sandal Castle. 

Alarums: Excursions. Enter 'RuTi.A.'sn, and his 
Tutor. 

But. Ah, whither shall I fly to ’scape their hands? 

Ah, tutor I look where bloody Clifford comes 1 

Enter Clifford and Soldiers. 

Clif. Chaplain, away ! thy priesthood saves thy life. 
As for the brat of this accursed duke. 

Whose father slew my father, he shall die. 

Tut. And I, my lord, will bear him company. 

Clf. Soldiers, away with him. 

Tut Ah, Clifford ! murther not this innocent child, 
Lest thou be hated both of God and man. 

\Exiti forced off hy Soldiers. 
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Clif, How now ! is he dead already 1 Or is it fear 
That makes him close his eyes ? — I T1 open them. 

Rut So looks the pent-up lion o’er the wretch 
That trembles under his devouring paws : 

And so he walks, insulting o’er his prey; 

And so he comes, to rend his limbs asunder. 

Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy sword, 

And not with such a cruel threat’ning look. 

Sweet Clifford, hear me speak before I die ; 

I am too mean a subject for thy wrath; 

Be thou reveng’d on men, and let me live. 

Clif^ In vain thou speak’st, poor boy ; my fatbear’s 
blood 

Hath stopp’d the passage where thy words should enter. 

Rut Then let my father’s blood open it again ; 

He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him. 

Clif. Had I thy brethren here, their lives and thine 
Were not revenge sufficient for me; 

No, if I digg’d up thy forefathers’ graves, 
j^d hung their rotten coffins up in chains. 

It could not slake mine ire, nor ea^e my heart. 

The sight of any of the house of York 
Is as a fury to torment my soul ; 

And till I root out their accursed line. 

And leave not one alive, I live in hell. 

Therefore— [Lifting Ms hcmd. 

Rut O, let me pray before I take my death : — 

To thee I pray ; Sweet Clifford, pity me ! 

CUf Such pity as my rapier's point affords. 

Ru£, I never did thee harm : Why wilt thou day 
me? 

CMf. Thy father hath. 

;Rut. But ’t was ere I was bom. 

Thou hast one son, for his sake pity me ; 

Lest in revenge thereof,— sith G?od is justr— 

He be as miserably slain, as I. 

Ah, let me live in prison all my days ; 
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occasion of offence 

Thm let me die, for now thou hast no cause. 

Chj. No cause? 

• Thy father slew my fether; therefor^ die. 

» * . [C'Ltv. stabs Mn, 

lavdis mmma sit ista ttm! [Diei 
A j ^ ! I come, Plantagenet I 
And this thy son’s blood, cleaving to my blade, 
bhall rust ujjon my weapon, till thy blood. 

Congeal d with this, do make me wipe off both, [Exit 

SCENE same. 

Alarum. Enter York. 

York. The army of the queen hath got the field j 
My uncles both are slain i£ rescuing me j 
j^id ^1 my followers to the eager foe 

back, and fly, like ships before the wind, 
lambs ;^rsued by hunger-starved wolves. 

knows what hath bechanced them : 

But this I know, — they have demean’d themselves 
Bike men bom to renown, by life, or death. 

Three times did Richard make a lane to me; 

A ^ cried, — Courage, father! fight it out!” 

imd full as oft came Edward to my side. 

With puiple faulchion, painted to the hilt 
In blood of those that had encounter’d him : 

And when the hardiest warriors did retire, 

Richard cried, — « Charge ! and give no foot of ground !” 
.^d cried,— < A crown, or else a glorious tomb ! 

A si^ptre, or an earthly sepulchre !” 

With this, we charg’d again : buf^ out, alas ! 

^ ^ kave seen a swan 
witn bootless labour swim against the tide^ 

W would read budg'd. Steeveus thinks that 

our atimptS 



St3EN» IV,] KING HENRY VI.— PART HI. 


237 


And spend her strength with over-matching waves. 

[A short alarum vnthinm 
Ah, bark I the fatal followers do pursue ; 

And I am faint, and cannot fly their fury : 

And were I strong I would not shun their fury ; 

The sands are number’d that make up my life ; 

Here must I stay, and here my life must end. 

Enter Queen Margaret, Cuifforb, Northumber- 
land, and Soldiers. 

Come, bloody Clifford, — rough Northumberland, — 

I dare your quenchless fury to more rage ; 

I am your butt, and I abide your shot. 

North, Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagenet. 

CUf. Ajj to such mercy as his ruthless arm. 

With downright payment, sbow’d unto my father. 

Now Pha'eton hath tumbled from his car, 

And made an evening at the noontide prick. 

York. My ashes, as the phoenix, may bring forth 
A bird that will revenge upon you all : 

And in that hope I throw mine eyes to heaven, 

Scorning whate’er you can afflict me with. 

Why come you not ? what 1 multitudes, and fear ? 

Clif. So cowards fight, when they can fly no further ; 
So doves do peck the falcon’s piercing talons ; 

So desperate thieves, all hopeless of their lives, 

Breathe out invectives ’gainst the officers. 

York. O Clifibrd, but bethink thee once again, 

And in thy thought o’errun my former time : 

And, if thou canst for blushing, view this face ; 

And bite thy tongue, that slanders him with cowardice 
Whose -frown hath made thee faint and fly ere this. 

Olif. I will not bandy with thee word for word ; * 

But buckle with thee blows, twice two for one. [JDranos, 
Q.Mar, Hold, valiant Clifford! for a thousamd causes, 
I would prolong awhile tlie traitor’s life : — 

Wrath makes him deaf : speak thou, Nortl^umberlaiid. 
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Hh. Hold, Clijfiford j do not honour him m much 
ick thy finger, though to woimd his heart : 
valour were it when a cur doth grin 
ne to thrust his hand between his teeth, 
i he might spurn him with his foot away I 
var’s prize to take all vantages ; 
ten to one is no impeach of valour. 

\T%ey lay hands on York, who struggles. 
If. Ay, ay, so strives the woodcock with the gin. 
rth. So doth the coney straggle in the net. 

[York is taken prisoner, 
rk. So triumph thieves upon their conquer’d booty j 
le men yield, with robbers so o’ermatch’d. 
rth. What would your grace have done unto him 
now? 

JMTar. Brave warriors, Clifford and Northumber- 
land, 

ft, make him stand upon this mol^ill here ; 
laught*^ at mountains with outstretched arms, 
3art^ but the shadow^ with his hand. 

.tl was it you that would be England’s king? 

’t you that revell’d in our parliament, 
made a preachment of your high descent? 
re are your mess of sons, to back you now? 
wanton Edward, and the lusty George? 
where ’s that valiant crook-back prodigy, 
y your boy, that, with his grumbling voice, 
wcmt to cheer his dad in mutinies? 
vith the rest, where is your darling Rutland ? 

York ; I stain’d this napkin with the blood 
: valiant Clifford, with his rapier’s point, 
e issue from the bosom of the boy : 

, if thine eyes can water for his death, 
e thee this to dry thy cheeks withal. 

, poor York ! but that I hate thee deadly, 
luld lament thy miserable state. 

* Raught. The ancieat preterite of to reach. 



So*N* TV.} KINO HENRY VJ.— PART HI. 


239 


I prithee, grieve, to malce me merry, York, 

What, hath ihy fiery heart so parchkl thine entrails, 
That not a tear can fall for Hut land’s death ? 

Why art thou patient, man? fhon shoultlst be mad j 
And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus. 

Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may sing and dance. 
Thou wouldst he fee’d, I see, to make me sport 5 
York cannot speak unless he wear a crown. 

A crown for York 5— and, lords, Iww low to him. 

Hold you his hands, whilst I do set it on. 

Inputting a pap&r crotm on kin /wuiL 
Ay, many, sir, now looks he like a king! 

Ay, this is he that took king Henry’s chair; 

And tins is he was his adopted heir. 

But how is it that great Planlagenet 
Is crown’d so soon, and broke his solemn oath t 
As I betlnnk me yon slumld nt>t he king 
Till our king Henry had 8lun>k IwukIs with death. 

And will you pale** your huid in Henry’s glory, 

And roh his t(‘mples of the diatlem, 

Now in his life, agiujist your holy oath? 

O, ’t is a fault <(k>, too unpardonable I 

Oif with the cmwn ; and, with ilio cmwn, his head j 

And, whilst we breathe, lake lime to do him dead. 

C/|/I Thai is my olllcc, for my father’s sake* 

Q» Mar* Nay, stay 5 let *« hear the orijwjns he makes. 
PofA She-wolf of France, but wemw tlmn wolves of 
France, 

Whoii tongue more poisons than the adder^s tooth I 
How El-beseeming is It in thy mx 
To like an Amaatoriiim trull, 

Hjsm fhmr woes whom fortune caplivates I 
Btit that thy face is, viscor-likc, uncluinging, 

Made impudeiiit witli use of evil deeds, 

I would assay, prrnul queer), to make thee blush : 

To tell thee whence thou cam’s!, of whom dmv’d, 

• Pale— impale— endfsle. 

P 


von. VT. 
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Were slmme enough to shame thee, wert thou not 
shameless. 

Thy father bears the type of king of Naples, 

Of both the Sicils, and Jerusalem, 

Tet not so wealthy as an English yeoman. 

Hath that poor monarch taught thee to insult ? 

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen ; 

Unless the adage must be verified, 

That beggars, mounted, run their horse to death. 

’T is beauty that doth oft make women proud ; 

But God he knows thy share thereof is small : 

“'T is virtue that doth make them most admir’d ; 

The contrary doth make thee wonder’d at : 

’T is government that makes them seem divine ; 

The want thereof makes thee abominable : 

Thou art as opposite to every good 
As the Antipodes are unto us, 

Or as the south to the septentrion. 

O, tiger’s heart, wrapp’d in a woman’s hide ! 

How couldst thou drain the life-blood of the child, 

To bid the father wipe his eyes withal, 

And yet be seen to bear a woman’s face ? 

Women are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible ; 

Thou, stem, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorseless. 

Bidd’st thou me rage ? why, now thou htast thy wish : 
Wouldst have me weep ? why, now thou hast thy will : 
For raging wind blows up incessant showers, 

And when the rage allays the rain begins. 

These tears are my sweet Rutland’s obsequies j 
And every drop cries vengeance for his death, 

’Gainst thee, fell Clifi:brdj and thee, false Frenchwoman, 
North. Beshrew me, but his passions move me so 
That hardly can I check my eyes from tears. 

Yorh. That face of his the hungry cannibals 
Would not have touch’d, would not have stain’d with 
blood : 

But you are more inhuman, more inexorable. 



SoENE IV.] KING HENRY VL— PART HI. 


241 


O, ten times more, than tigeis of Hyrcania. 

See, rutliless queen, a hapless father’s tears : 

This cloth thou dipp’dst in blood of my sweet boy, 

And I with tears do wash the blood away. 

Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this ; 

[jSTe ^wes hack the handkerchief. 
And, if thou tell’st the heavy story right, 

Upon my soul, the hearers will shed tears : 

Yea, even my foes will shed fast-falling tears, 

And say, — Alas it was a piteous deed ! — 

There, take the crown, and with the crown my curse; 
And, in thy need, such comfort come to thee 
As now I reap at thy too cruel hand 1 
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the world ; 

My soul to heaven, my blood upon your heads ! 

North, Had he been slaughterman to all my kin, 

I should not for my life but weep with him, 

To see how inly sorrow gripes his soul, 

Q, Mar. What, weeping-ripe, my lord Northumber- 
land ? 

Think but upon the wrong he did us all, 

And that will quickly dry thy melting tears. 

CUf. Here ’s for my oath, here ’s for my father’s death. 

\_Stabbinff him, 

Q. Mar. And here ’s to right our gentle-hearted king. 

[Stabbing him, 

York, Open thy gate of mercy, gracious God i 
My soul flies through these woun^ to seek out thee 

[Dies. 

Q. Mar. Oflf with his head, and set it on York gates ; 
So York may overlook the town of York. [Exeunt. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I . — A Plain near Mortimer’s Cross m 3 KE €?**"«'-' 
fordshire. 

Drums. Enter Edward and Richard, toith 
Forces, marching. 

Mdw. I wonder how our princely father 'scap’d ^ 

Or whether he be ’scap’d away, or no. 

From Clifford’s and Northumberland’s pursuit ; 

Had he been fa’en, we should have heard the xiewm 
Had he been slain, we should have heard the new's j 
Ox, had he ’scap’d, methinks we should have heard 
The happy tidings of his good escape. 

How mres my brother ? why is he so sad ? 

jRicA. I cannot joy, until. I be resolv’d 
Wh^ our right valiant father is become. 

I saw him in the battle range about ; 

And watch'd him, how he singled Clifford forth. 

Methought^ he bore him in the thickest troop 
As doth a lion in a herd of neat : 

Or as a bear, encompass’d round with dogs ; 
l¥ho having pinch’d a few, and made them cry, 

11116 rest stand all alooi^ and bark at him. 

So fair’d our father with his enemies ; 

So ffed his enemies my warlike fether 5 
Methinks, ’t is prize enough to he his son. 

See how the morning opes her golden gates, 

And takes her farewell of the glorious sun ! 

How well resembles it the prime of youth, 

Trimm’d like a younker, prancing to his love I 
Edw. Dazzle mine eyes, or do I see three suns 
Rich. Three glorious suns, each one a perfect st^tjrL f 
Not separated with the racking clouds, 

But sever’d in a pale clear-shining sky 
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See, see ! they join, embrace, and seem to kiss, 

As if they vow’d some league inviolable : 

Now are they but one lamp, one light, one sun. 

In this the heaven figures some event. 

Edw. ’T is wondrous strange, the like yet never 
heard of. 

I think it cites us, brother, to the field ; 

That we, the sons of brave Plantagenet, 

Each one already blazing by our meeds,* 

Should, notwithstanding, join our lights together, 

And overshine the earth, as this the world. 

Whate’er it bodes, henceforward will I bear 
Upon my target three fair shining suns. 

Rich, Nay, bear three daughters j — ^by your leave I 
speak it. 

You love the breeder better than the male. 

Enter a Messenger. 

But what art thou, whose heavy looks foretell 
Some dreadful story hanging on thy tongue ? 

Mess. Ah, one that was a woeful looker on, 

When as the noble duke of York was slain. 

Your princely father, and my loving lord. 

Edto. 0, speak no more ! for I have heard too much. 
Rich. Say how he died, for I will hear it all. 

Mess. Environed he was with many foes ; 

And stood against them, as the hope of Troy 
Against the Greeks that would have enter’d Troy. 

But Hercules himself must yield to odds ; 

And many strokes, though with a little axe, 

Hew down and fell the hardest-timber d oak. 

By many hands your father was subdued ; 

But only slaughter’d by the ireful arm 
Of unrelenting Clifford and the queen : 

Who crown’d the gracious duke, in high d^itej 
Laugh’d in his fiice; and, when with ^ief be wept. 

The ruthless queen gave him, to dry cheeky 
• Meeds— menis. 
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A napkin steeped in the harmless blood 
Of sweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford slain : 
And, aSier many scorns, many foul taunts, 

They took his head, and on the gates of York 
They set the same j and there it doth remain, 

The saddest spectacle that e’er I view’d. 

Sweet duke of York, our prop to lean upon, 

N ow thou art gone, we have no staff, no stay 1 
O Clifford, boist’rous Clifford, thou hast slain 
The flower of Europe for his chivalry ; 

And treacherously hast thou vanquish’d him, 

For, hand to hand, he would have vanquish’d thee 1 
Now my soul’s palace is become a prison : 

would she break from hence I that this my body 
Might in the ground be closed up in rest : 

For never henceforth shall 1 joy again, 

NevCT, O never, shall I see more joy. 

iJicA. I cannot weep ; for all my body’s moisture 
scarce serves to quench my fumace-buming heart : 
Not c^ my tongue unload my heart’s great burthen : 
Jor self-same wind, that I should speak withal. 

Is kmdlmg coals that fire all my breast, 

bum me up with flames that tears would quench. 
To weep is to make less the depth of grief: 

Tears, then, for babes ; blows and revenge for me I 

Ricb^ I bear thy name, I ’ll venge thy death. 

Or die renowned by attempting it. 

His name that valiant duke hath left with thee: 
MIS dukedom and his chair with me is left. 

iJicA Nay, if thou be that princely eagle’s bird, 
tow tby descent by gazing 'gainst the sun : 

For chair and d^edom, throne and kingdom say ; 
Either that is thine, or else thou wert not his. 

MarcA, Enter Warwick and Montague, with 
Forces, 

War, How now, fair lords? What farei what news 
abroad? 



Mch. Great lord of Warwick, if we slwuld recour^t 
Our baleful news, and at each word’s deliverance 
Stab poniards in our flesh, till all were told, 

The words would add more anguish than tlie wounda. 

0 valiant lord, the duke of York is slain. 

Edw. O Warwick! Warwick! that Plantagenet 
Which held thee dearly as his soul’s redemption, 

Is by the stern lord Clifford done to death. 

War, Ten days ago I drown’d these news in tears i 
And now, to add more measure to your woes, 

1 come to tell you things sith then befallen. 

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought, 

Where your brave father breath’d his latest gasp, 
Tidings, as swiftly as the posts could run, 

Were brought me of your loss, and his depart. 

I then in London, keeper of the king, 

Muster’d my soldiers, gather’d flocks of friends, 

And very well appointed, as I thought, 

March’d towards St. Alban’s to intercept the queen, 
Bearing the king in my behalf along : 

For by my scouts 1 was advertised 
That she was coming with a full intent 
To dash our late decree in parliament, 

Touching king Henry’s oath and your succession. 
Short tale to make, —we at St. Alban’s met, 

Our battles join’d, and both sides fiercely fought : 
But, whether ’t was the coldness of the king. 

Who look’d full gently on his warlike queen, 

That lobb’d my soldiers of their heated spleen ; 

Or whether ’t was report of her success ; 

Or more than common fear of Clifford’s rigour, 

Who thunders to his captives — ^blood and death, 

I cannot judge ; but, to conclude with truth. 

Their weapons like to lightning came and went f 

Our soldiers’ — ^like the night-owl’s la^ flighty 
Or like a lazy thresher with a flail — 

Fell gently down, as if they" struck their ffiendst 
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them up with justice of our cause. 

With momise of high pay and great rewards : 

^ut all in vam ; they had no heart to fight 
we, m them, no hope to win the day, 

T the queen : 

W George your brother, Norfolk, and myself, 
post-h^te, are come to join with you ; 
hor m the marches here, we heard, you were 
Making another head to fight agaln."^ 

Where is the duke of Norfolk, gentle War- 

Burgundy to England! 
4r.^f the duke iswith thesoldiers : 

for your brother, he was lately sent 
Item your kind aunt, duchess of Burgundy, 
to tois needful war. ^ 

■valiant Warwick 

^ hare I he^ his praises in pursuit, 
his scandal of retire. 

Ri'l>ard,dost thou hear- 

^ “7’ "S'** o'' “me ’ 

^ pluck the diadem fiom famt Henry’a head 
wrmg fte awful sceptre from his fik ' 

he as &.mous and as bold in war 

As te IS fem’d for mildness, peace, and prayer. 

’u Warwick ; b W me not • 

Zit ^ ® to® ®P«ak. ’ 

tooublous time, what ’s to be dcme! 

Shi^ we go throw away our coats of steel 
^d ^p our bodies in black mourning towhs. 
Nu^ug our Av^^ries with our 
shall we on fte helmets of our foes 
Tr i: f ®^otion with revaigeful arms ! 

to iii lords. 

aJT^L^J’ Warwick came to seek you outi 

And therefore comes my brother Montague. ^ ' 
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insulting queen. 

With Cliflford and the haught NorthumbCTland, 

And of their feather many more proud birds 
Hare wrought the easy melting king like w^ 

He swore consent to your succession. 

His oath enrolled in the parliament; 

And now to London all the crew are gone, 

To frustrate both his oath, and what beside 
May make against the house of Lancaster. 

Their power, I think, is thirty thousand strong*. 

Now, if the help of Norfolk, and myself, 

With all the friends that thou, brave earl of March 
Ainongst the loving Welshmen canst procure * 
Will but amount to five-and-twentv thousand. 

Via ! to London will we maich amain : 

.^d once again bestride our foaming steeds, 

And once again cry — Charge upon our foes ! 

But never once again turn back and fly. 

Rich. Ay, now, methinks, 1 hear great Warwick 
speak : 

N^er may he live to see a simshine day 
That cries — Retire, if Warwick bid him stay. 

£dw Lord Warwick, on thy shoulder will I lean: 
^d i^en thou faiPst (as God forbid the hour!) 

Must Edward fall, which peril Heaven forefend I 
JVar. No longer earl of March, but duke of yrak: 

1 he next degree is England’s royal throne : ' 

Eor king of England shalt thou be proclaim’d ^ ■ ' 
In every borough as we pass along ; • - - 

And he that throws not up his cap for joy 

giall for the fault make forfeit of his head. . ‘ 

King Edward, valiant Richard, Montagu^ "i ^ * \ 

Stay we no longer dreaming of renown^ - ■ ^ . 

But sound the trumpets, and about omr ' r 

Rich. Then, Clifford, wem iky ' 

(As thou hast shown it ffkdy ^ ^ ■ 

I come to pierce it, <»r ' 
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Then strike up, drams — God, and Saint 
Georgy for us ] 

JBnter a Messenger. 

War, How now ? what news % 

Mess. The duke of Norfolk sends you word by me, 
The queen is coming with a puissant host ; 

And craves your company for i^eedy coimsel. 

War, Why, then it sorts, brave warriors ; Let away. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE Xl.^Before Yoik. 

Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, the Prince 
OP Wales, Clifford, and Northumberland, 
with Forces, 

Q. Mar. Welcome, my lord, to this brave town of 
York. 

Yonder ’s the head of that arch-enemy 

That sought to be encompass’d with your crown : 

Both not the object cheer your heart, my lord I 

K. Sen. Ay, as the rocks cheer them that fear their 
wrack; — 

To see this sight, it irks my very soul. 

Withhold revenge, dear God I ’t is not my fault, 

Nor wittingly have I infring’d my vow. 

CUf. My gracious liege, this too much lenity 
And harmfol pity must be laid aside. 

To whom do lions cast their gentle looks ? 

Not to the beast that would usurp their den- 
Whose band is that the forest bear doi lick? 

Not his that spoils her young before her face. 

Who ’scapes the lurking serpent’s mortal sting f 
Not he that sets his foot upon her back. 

The smallest worm will turn being trodden on ; 

And doves will peck in safeguard of their brood, 
Ambitious York did level at thy crown. 

Thou smiling, while he knit his angry brows : 
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He, but a duke, .would have his son a king, . 

And raise his issue, like a loving sire ; 

Thou, being a king, bless’d with a goodly son, 

Didst yield consent to disinherit him. 

Which argued thee a most unloving father. 
Unreasonable creatures feed their young ; 

And though man’s face he fearful to their eyes, 

Yet, in protection of their tender ones, 

Who hath not seen them (even with those win^ 

Which sometime they have used with fearful flight) 
Make war with him that climb’d unto their nest, 
Offering their own lives in their youngs’ defence? 

For shame, my liege, make them your precedent! 

Were it not pity that this goodly boy 
Should lose his birthright by hw father’s fault ; 

And long hereafter say unto his child, — 

What my great-grandfather and grandsire goty 
My careless father fondly gave away ” ? 

Ah, what a shame were this ! Look on the boy ; 

And let his manly face, which promiseth 
Successful fortune, steel thy melting heart ^ 

To hold thine own, and leave thine own with him. 

jr. Ben. Full well hath Clifford play’d the.orator, 
Inferring arguments of mighty force. 

But, Clifford, tell me, didst thou never hear 
That things ill got had ever bad success ? 

And happy always was it for that son, 

Whose father for his hoarding went to hell ? 

I "U leave my son my virtuous deeds behind ; 

A-nfl ’would my father had left me no morel 
Fox all the rest is held at such a rate 

brings a thousand-fold more care to keep, 

Than in possession any jot of pleasure. 

Ah, cousin York ! ’would thy best friends did know , , 
How it doth grieve me that thy head is here I 

Q. Mar. My lord, cheer up your spirits ; our foe# 
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And tiiis soft cotirage makes youx followers faint. 

You promis’d knighthood to our forward son ; 
Unsheathe your sword, and dub him presently. 

Edward, kneel down. 

K. Bm, Edward Plantagenet^ arise a knight ; 

And learn this lesson, — Draw thy sword in right. 

Prime, My gracious father, by your kingly leave, 

1 11 draw it as apparent to the cro\vn, 

And in that quarrel use it to the death. 

Cltf. Why, that is spoken like a toward prince. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, Eoyal commanders, be in readiness : 

For, with a band of thirty thousand men, 

Comes Warwick backing of the duke of York ; 

And in the towns, as they do march along, 

Proclaims him king, and many fly to him : 

Darraign* your battle, for they are at hand. ■ 

CUf. I would your highness would depart the field } 
The queen hath best success when you are absent. 

Q, Mar. Ay, good my lord, and leave us to our for- 
tune. 

K, Ben. Why, that ’s my fortune too ; therefore 1 11 
stay. 

Borth. Be it with resolution then to fight. 

Prime. My royal father, cheer these noble lords, 
And hearten those that fight in your defence : 
Unsheathe your sword, good father; cry, “Saint 
George I ” 

March, Enter EnwARn, George, Richard, W ar- 
wioE, Norfolk, Montague, and Soldiers. 

Edm, Now, perjur’d Henry! wilt thou kneel for graces 
And set thy diadem upon my head ; 

Or bide the mortal fortime of the field ? 

Q. Mar. Go, rate thy minions, proud insulting boy ! 
* Darraign — ^prepare. 
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Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms, 

Before thy sovereign, and thy lawful king? 

Edw. I am his king, and he should bow his knee; 

I was adopted heir by his consent ; 

Since when, his oath is broke ; for, as I hear. 

You, that axe king though he do wear the crown, 

Have caus’d him, by new act of parliament, 

To blot out me and put his own son in. 

Clif‘ And reason too ; 

Who should succeed the father but the son? 

Ekh, Axe you there, butcher ? — 0, 1 cannot speak ! 
CUf^ Ay, crook-back ; here I stand, to answer thee, 

Or any he the proudest of thy sort. 

Bich. ’T was you that kill’d young Rutland, was it 
not? 

Clif> Ay, and old York, and yet not satisfied. 

Bich. For God’s sake, lords, give signal to the fight 
Wa/r. What say’st thou, Henry, wilt thou yidld the 
crown? 

Q. Mar. Why, how now, long-tongued Warwick I 
dare you speak ? 

When you and I met at St. Alban’s last, 

Your legs did better service than your hands. 

Wa/r. Then ’t was my turn to fly, and now ’t is thine. 
Clif. You said so much before, and yet you fled. 
War. ’T was not your valour, Clifford, drove me 
^ thence. 

' Mbr^. No, nor your manhood that durst make you 
stay. 

Rick. Northumberland, I hold thee reverently ; 
Break off the parley ; for scarce I can refrain 
The execution of my big-swoln heart 
Upon tlmt Clifford, that cruel chiid-kmer. 

CUf. I slew thy father : Call’st thouhim a dnldl 
Rich. Ay, like a dastard, and a treacherous coward^ 
As thou didst Mil our tender brother Rutland; 

But, ere sunset, I ’ll make thee curse the deed. 
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K, Sen, Have done with words, my lords, and hear 
me speak. 

Q, Mar, Defy them then, or else hold close thy lips. 
K, Sen. I prithee, give no limits to my tongue ; 

I am a king, and privileg’d to speak. 

Cl^, My liege, the woimd that bred this meeting 
here 

Cannot be cur’d by words ; therefore be still. 

Itich, Then, executioner, unsheathe thy sword : 

By Him that made us all, 1 am resolv’d 
That Clifford’s manhood lies upon his tongue. 

Edto. Say, Henry, shall I have my riglit or no ? 

A thousand men have broke their fasts to-day. 

That ne’er shall dine unless thou yield the crown. 

War, If thou deny, their blood upon thy head ; 

For Tork in justice puts his armour on. 

Prime. If that be right which Warwick says is right, 
There is no wrong, but everything is right 

Rich. Whoever got the^ there thy mother stands 
For, well I wot, thou hast thy mother’s tongue. 

^ Mar. But thou art neither like thy sire nor dam ; 
But like a foul mis-shapen stigmatic,® 

Mark’d by the destinies to be avoided. 

As venom toads, or lizards’ dr^dful stings. 

Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with English gilt, 

Whose father bears the title of a king, 

(As if a channel^ should be call’d the sea,) 

Sham’st tbou not, knowing whence thou art extraughf. 
To let thy tongue detecr thy base-bom heart ? 

Sdw. A wisp of straw were worth a thousand crovnis. 
To make this shameless callet know hereelf. 

Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou. 

Although thy husband may be Menelaus ; 

And ne’er was Agamemnon’s brother wrong’d 

* Stigmatic. See Note on ‘Henry VI., Pait II./ Act V., 
Scene L 

^ Channel ; equivalent to what we now call a kennel. 
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By that false woman as this ting by thee. 

His father revell’d in the heart of France, ^ 

And tam’d the king, and made the dauphin stoop : 

And had he match’d according to his state, 

He might have kept that glory to this day : 

But when he took a beggar to his bed. 

And grac’d thy poor sire with his bridal day. 

Even then that sunshine brew’d a shower for him, 

That wash’d his father’s fortunes forth of France, 

And heap’d sedition on his crown at home. 

For what hath broach’d this toult but thy pride? 
Hadst thou been meek, our title still had slept : 

And we, in pity of the gentle king. 

Had slipp’d our claim until another age. 

Geo. But when we saw our sunshine made thy spring. 
And that thy summer bred us no increase, 

We set the axe to thy usurping root : ^ 

And though the edge hath something hit ourselves, 

Yet, know thou, since we have begun to strike, 

We ’ll never leave till we have hewn thee doivn, 

Or bath’d thy growing with our heated bloods. 

Edw. And, in this resolution, I defy thee ; 

Not willing any longer conference. 

Since thou deniest the gentle king to speak. 

Sound trumjiets 1— let our bloody colours wave I— 

And either victory, or else a grave, 
a Mar. Stay, Edward. 

No, wrangling woman; we 11 no longer stay : 
These words will cost ten thousand lives to-day. 

lExetmt. 

SCENE HI.— ^ Field ofBaUle hettoeen Towton 
and Saxton in Yorkshire. 

Alarvms: Exctersions. Enter W arwxck. 

War. Forspent with toil, as runners with a race, 

I lay me down a little while to breathe : 
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Fot stroke recriv’d, and inany blows repaid, 

£d® d ay strong-knit sinews of tfiir strengfb. 
And, spite of spite, needs must I rest awhile. 

Enter Edward, running^ 

Heaven ! or strike nngentle death! 
Fo^ ^Id frowns, and Edward’s 2m 5 clouded. 

*'°P® ^ 

Enter G-eorge. 

Geo, Our hap is loss, our hope but sad desiiair • 

Oar ranks are broke, and ruin Slows us : 
n to coi^l give you, whither shall we fly? 

And weak we are, and cannot shun pumiit. ^ 
Enter Richard. 

^ with^wn thy. 

^ blood the thh^ty eai^ hath d^^ 

^^h d ^h the steely point of CHflfbrd’s lanw : 

^d, m die very pangs of death, he cried,— 
to a dimal ctogour heard from 
n an^ck, rwenge ! brother, revenge my deafli 
^itoemtoh the beUy of their ste^ ^ * 

^ ^ fetlocks in his smoking blood, 

Th^oble gentleman gave up the ghost. 

1 11M1 ^ ^ drunken with our blood ; 

W1 my hor^ because I will not fly. 

^ft-bearted women here, 

Wailmg our losses, whiles the foe doth rage: 

^d look np^ as if the tragedy ^ ' 

^ ^ counterfeiting actors ? 

Hem on my knee I vow to God above, 

still, 

ur tortune gi vm me measure of revenge. 
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Bdw. O Warwick, I do bend my knee with thine ; 
And, in this vow, do chain my soul to thine; 

And ere my knee rise from the earth’s cold face, 

I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee. 

Thou setter up and plucker down of kings ! 

Beseeching thee, if with thy will it stands 
That to my foes this body must be prey. 

Yet that thy brazen gates of heawen may hope. 

And give sweet passage to my sinful soul I 
Kow, lords, take leave until we meet again, 

Where’er it be, in heaven, or on earth. 

Bich. Brother, give me thy hand; and, gentle War- 
wick, 

Let me embrace thee in my weary arms ; 

I, that did never weep, now melt with woe, 

That winter should cut ojff our spring-time so. 

War. Away, away i Once more, sweet lords, fare- 
well. 

Geo. Yet let us all together to our troops, 

And give them leave to fly that will not stay ; 

And call them pillars that will stand to us ; 

And, if we thrive, promise them such rewards 
As victors wear at the Olympian games : 

This may plant courage in their quailing breasts ; 

For yet is hope of life, and victory. 

Fore-slow® no longer, make we hence amain. lEzeunf. 

SCENE IV. — The same. Another Fart of the Field 
Excursions. Enter Richard and Cli3?ford. 
Ftich. Now, Clifford, I have singled thee alone : 
Suppose this arm is for the duke of York, 

And this for Rutland ; both bound to revenge, 

Wert thou environ’d with a brazen wall. 

CUf. Now, Richard, I am with thea here alone ; 
This is the hand that stabb’d thy father York ; 

* delay —loiter. 

Q 


TOL. TI. 



866 KING HENRY VI.— PART III. [Act IL 

And this the band tliat slew thy brother Rutland ; 

And here ^s the heart that triumphs in their death. 

And cheers these hands that slew thy sire and brother. 
To execute the lihe upon thyself ; 

And so, have at thee. 

\Th&y fight, Warwick enters; Ci,iffor» Jlies. 
Mich. Nay, "Warwick, single out some other chase ; 
For I myself will hunt this wolf to death. \Exeimt. 

SCENE V . — Another Mart of the Field. 
Alarum. Enter King Henry. 

K. Hen. This battle fares like to the morning’s war, 
When dying clouds contend with growing light ; 

What time the shepherd, blowing of his nails, 

Can neither call it perfect day nor night. 

Now sways it this way, like a mighty sea, 

Forc’d by the tide to combat with the wind ; 

Now sways it that way, like the self-same sea 
Forc’d to retire by fury of the wind : 

Sometime, the flood prevails ; and then, the wind 
Now, one the better ; then, another best; 

Both tugging to be victors, breast to breast^ 

Yet nei^er conqueror, nor conquered : 

So is the equal poise of this fell war. 

Here on this molehill will I sit me down. 

To whom God will, there be the victory ! 

For Margaret my queen, and Clifford too, 

Have chid me from the battle ; swearing both 
They prosper best of all when I am thence. 

’Would I were dead ! if God’s good will were so : 

For what is in this world but grief and woe ? 

O Gt)d ! methinks it were a happy life, 

To be no better than a homely swain : 

To sit upon a hill, as I do now, 

To carve out dials quaintly, point by point, 

Tliereby to see the minutes how they run : 
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How many make the hour full complete. 

How many hours bring about the day, 

How many days will finish up Ihe year, 

How many years a mortal man may live. 

When this is known, then to divide the times : 

So many hours must I tend my flock ; 

So many hours must I take my rest ; 

So many homa must I contemplate ; 

So many hours must I sport myself; 

So many days my ewes have been with young ; 

So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean ; 

So many years ere I shall shear the fleece ; 

So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, and years, 
Pass’d over to the end they were created, 

Would bring wliite hairs unto a q^uiet grave. 

Ah, what a life were this I how sweet I how lovely I 
Gives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade 
To shepherds, looking on their silly sheep, 

Than doth a rich embroider’d canopy 
To kings, that fear their subjects’ treachery ? 

O, yes it doth; a thousand-fold it doth. 

And to conclude,— -the shepherd’s homely curds, 

His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle, 

His wonted sleep under a fresh tree's shade, 

All which secure and sweetly he enjoys. 

Is far beyond a prince’s delicates. 

His viands sparkling in a golden cup. 

His body couched in a curious bed, 

Wiien care, mistrust, and treason wait on him. 

Alarum^ jBnter a Son that has killed his Father, 
(dragging in the dead body. 

Son. HI blows the wind that profits nobody. 

This man, whom hand to hand I slew in fight 
May be possessed with some store of crowns: 

And I, that haply take them from him now, 

May yet ere night yield both my life and them 
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To some man dse, as this dead man. doth me. 

Who ’s &is f — O Crod ! it is my father’s Jtace, 

Whom in this conflict I unawares have kill’d. 

O heavy times, begetting such events ! 

From London by the king was I press’d forth ; 

My father, being the earl of Warwick’s man, 

Game on the part of York, press’d by his master ; 

And I, who at his hands receiv’d my life, 

Have by my hands of life bereaved him. 

Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did I 
And paidon, father, for I knew not thee ! 

My tears shall wipe away these bloody marks ; 

And no more words till they have flow’d their fill.! 

K. Sen. O piteous spectacle I 0 bloody times ! 
Whiles lions war, and battle for their dens. 

Poor harmless lambs abide their enmity. 

Weep, wretched man. I’ll aid thee, tear for tear; 

And let our hearts, and eyes, like civil war. 

Be blind with tears, and break o’ercharg’d with grief. 

Enter a Father who has killed his Son, loith the body 
in his arms. 

Fath, Thou that so stoutly hast resisted me. 

Give me thy gold, if thou hast any gold ; 

For I have bought it with an hundred blows. 

But let me see: — is this our foeman’s face ? 

Ah, no, no, no, it is mine only son ! 

Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee, 

Throw up thine eye ; se^ see, what showers arise. 
Blown with the windy tempest of my heart, 

Upon thy wotuK^ that kill mine eye and heart I 

O, pity, God, this miserable age I 

What stratagems,* how fell, how butcherly. 

Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural. 

This deadly quarrel daily doth beget 1 

• Stratagems here means disastrous evea 3 .t 8 — not merely 
events of war» its surprises and snares. 
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0 bov, thy father gave thee life ^ soon. 

And hatii bereft thee of thy life too late . 

IXr Woe above woe! gnrf mote than common 

0, that my^drath would stay these luthful deeds ! 

O pity, pity, gentle Heaven, pi y • 

The red^rose and the white am on his face, 

The fatal colours of our stnvmg “T®® ' „»■. . 

Tlie one, his purple blood right well resembles , 

The other, his pale cheeks, me^^, pr^mt 
Wither one ros^ and let the other flomish . 

If you contend, a thousand bvra “"if , 

Son. How will my mother, for a fafter s death, 

Take on with me, and ne’er be satisfied . 

JFath. How will my wif^ for slighter of my son. 
Shed seas of tears, and ne’er be satisfied. 

will the country, for these woeful 

chances, c ,4 1 

Mis-thinkthe king, and not be . 

Son. Was ever son so rued a father s death ? 

Fath, Was ever father so bemoan d a son • 

K. Sen. Was ever king so gnev d for subjecte woe f 
Much is your sorrow ; mine, ten times so much. 

^ /-a b,. «... 1.-. -“titSKS; 

Fatk. These arms of mine shall be thy windmg- 

My hearfilwt it boy, shaU be thy 

For from my heart thine 

My sighing breast shall b® ’ 

And so ob^uious > will thy 
Sad for the loss of thee, having 

As Priam was for all his valiant sons. 

ril bear thee hence ; and let th^m AgW will, 

For I have mnrther’d where I “ 

Ohse^pao ^ — ^perfcnmug ob8equi<^p« 
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jST, Hm, Sad-hearted meiij much overgone with care^ 
Here sits a king more woeful than you are. 

Alarums : Excursions. Enter Queen Margaret, 
Prince op Wales, and Exeter. 

Prince. Fly, father, fly! for all your friends are fled. 
And Warwick rages like a chafed bull : 

Away ! for death doth hold us in pursuit. 

Q. Mar. Mount you, my lord ; towards Berwick post 
amain : 

Edward and Richard, like a brace of greyhounds 
Having the fearful flying hare in sight, 

With fiery eyes, sparkling for very wrath. 

And bloody steel grasp’d in their ireful hands, 

Are at our backs ; and therefore hence amain. 

Exe. Away I for veng^nce comes along with them : 
Hay, stay not to expostulate, make speed ; 

Or else come after, 1 11 away before. 

K. Sen. Nay, take me wi^ thee, good sweet Exeter ; 
Not that I fear to stay, but love to go 
Whither tlie que^ intends. Forward ; away I [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. — The same. 

A loud Alarum. Enter Clifford, wounded. 

Clif. Here bums my candle out, ay, here it dies. 
Which, whiles it lasted, gave king Henry light. 

O, Lancaster ! I fear thy overthrow, 

More than my body’s parting with my soul. 

My love, and fear, glued many friends to thee : 

And, now I fall, Ihy tough commixtures melt. 
Impairing Henry, strength’ning mis-proud York, 

[The common people swarm like summer flies :] 

And whither fly the gnats but to the sun? 

And who shines now but Henry’s enemies ? 

O Phoebus ! hadst thou never given consent 
That Phaeton should check thy fiery steeds, 
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Tliy burning car never had scorcVd the earth ; 

And Henry, hadst thou sway'd as kings should do, 

Or as thy father, and his father, did, 

Giving no ground unto the house of York, 

They never then had sprung like summer flies ; 

I, and ten thousand in this luckless realm, 

Had left no mourning widows for our death, 

And ‘thou this day hadst kept thy chair in peace. 

For what doth cherish weeds, but gentle air ? 

And what makes robbers bold, but too much lenity? 
Bootless are plaints, and cureless are my wounds s 
No way to fly, nor strength to hold out flight j 
The foe is merciless, and will not pity ; 

For at their hands I have deserv’d no pity. 

The air hath got into my deadly wounds, 

And much efiuse of blood doth make me faint ; 

6ome, York and Richard, Warwick, and the rest *, 

1 stabb’d your fathers’ bosoms, split my breast. 

[He faints. 

Alarum and retreat. Enter Edward, GsoRaE, 
Richard, Montague, Warwick, and Soldiers. 

Edw. Now breathe we, lords ; good fortune bids us 
pause, 

And smooth the frowns of war with peaceful looks. 
Some troops pursue the bloody-minded queen ; 

That led calm Henry, though he were a king. 

As doth a sail, fill’d with a fretting gust. 

Command an argosy to stem the waves. 

But thiTik you, lords, that Clifford fled with them I 
War. No, ’t is impossible he should escape : 

For, though before his face I speak the words, 

Your bro&er Richard mark’d him for the grave : 

And, wheresoe’er he is, he ’s surely dead. 

[[Clifford groans, amd dies. 
Edw. Whose soul is that which takes her heavy lea.ve ? 
Eich. A deadly groan, like life and death’s departing. 
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Edw. See who it is: and, now the battle ended. 

If fri^d, or foe, let him be gently used. 

Rich. Revoke that doom of mercy, for ’t is Clilford 
Who, not contented that he lopp’d the branch 
In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth. 

But set his murthering knife Tinto^ the root 

From whence that tender spray did sweetly spring, — 

I mean, our princely father, duke of York. 

War* From off the gates of York fetch down the 
head, 

Y’our father s head, which Clifford placed there : 

Instead whereof let this supply the room ; 

Measure for measure must be answered. 

Edw* Bring forth that fatal screech-owl to our house. 
That nothing sung but death to us and ours : 

Now death shall stop his dismal threatening sound, 
his ill-boding tongue no more shall speak. 

\AUendants bring the body forward* 
War* I think his understanding is bereft : — 

Speak, Clifford, dost thou know who speaks to tliee ? — 
Dai'k cloudy death o’ershades his beams of life, 

And he nor sees, nor hears us what we say. 

Rich. O, would he did I and so, perhaps, he doth ; 

’T is but his policy to counterfeit, 

Because he would avoid such bitter taunts 
Which in the time of death he gave our father. 

Qeo. If so thou tliink'st, vex him with eager* words. 
Rich* Clifford, ask mercy, and obtain no grace. 

^w. Clifford, repent in bootless penitence. 

War. Clifford, devise excuses for thy faults. * 

Geo. While we devise fell tortures.for thy faults* 
Rich. Thou didst love York, and I am son to York. 
Edw. Thou pitied’st Rutland, I will pity thee. 

Geo. Where ’s captain Margaret, to fence you now? 
TThr. They mock thee, Clifford ! swear as thou wast 
wont 


£ager — sour— sharp. 
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mh. What, not an oath? nay, then the world goes 

When Clifford cannot spare his friends an oafc : 

I liow by that he ’s dead : And, by my soal, 

If this right hand would buy too hours life. 

That I in all despite might rad at him, . . , , 

TMs handshould chop it off; and w,4 the issuing blood 
Stifle the villain, whose unstanched thirst 
York and young Rutland could not satisfy. . . 

War. Ay, but he ’s dead: Off with the traitor s head. 
And rear it in the place your father’s stands. 

And now to London with triumphant march, 

There to be crowned England s io3^al king. 

From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to France 

And ask the lady Bona for thy (lueen: 

So shalt thou sinew both these lands toother » 

And, having France thy friend, thou shalt not dread 
The scatter’d foe, that hopes to rise again ; 

For though they cannot greatly sting to hurt, 

Yet look to have them buzz, to offend thine ears. 

First, will I see the coronation; 

And then to Brittany I 11 cross the sea. 

To effect this marriage, so it please my lord. 

Edw. Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwick, let it be . 
For on thy shoulder do I build my seat; 

And never will I undertake the thmg 
Wherein thy counsel and consent is wantmg. 

Richard, I will create thee duke of Gloster ; 

And George, of Clarence; Warwick, as ourself, 

Shall do, and undo, as him pleaseth ^st. 

Eich. Let me be duke of Clarence ; George, of Gloster , 
For Gloster’s dukedom is too ominous. _ 

W<jer. Tut ! that ’s a foolish observation ; 

Richard, be duke of Foster. Now to 
To see these honours m possession. 
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SCENE I. — A Ckace in the North 0 / England. 
Enter Two Keepers, with cross-lows in their hands. 

1 Keep. Under this thick-grown brake we ’ll shroud 

ourselv'es ; 

For through this laund» anon the deer will comej 
And in this covert will we make our stand, 

Culling the principal of all the deer. 

2 Keep, I ’ll stay above the hill, so both may shoot, ^ 

1 Keep, That cannot be ; the noise of thy cross-bow* 
Will scare the herd, and so my shoot is lost. 

Here stand we both, and aim we at the best : 

And, for the time shall not seem tedious, 

I ’ll tell tiiee what befell me on a day, 

In this self-place where now we mean to stand. 

2 Keep. Here comes a man, let ’s stay till he be past. 

Enter King Henut, disguised, toiih a prayer-hook, 

JL. Ken. From Scotland am I stol’n, even of pure love, 
To greet mine own land with my wishful sight. 

No, Harry, Harry, ’t is no land of thine; 

Thy place is fill’d, thy sceptre wrung from thee, 

Thy balm. wash’d off, wherewith thou wast anointed : 
No bending knee will call thee Csesar now, 

No humble suitors press to speak for right, 

No, not a man comes for redress of thee ; 

Fox how can I help them, and not myself? 

1 Ke^. A^y, here ’s a deer whose skin ’s a keeper’s fee: 
Tills is Ae quondam king ; let ’s seize upon him- 
K, Hen. Let me embrace these sour adversities ; 

For wise men say it is the wisest course. 

*■ Laimd (the same as lawul is, according to Camden, a 
plain among trees.’* 
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2 Keep. Why linger we ? let us lay hands upon h 
1 Keep. Forbear a while ; we 11 hear a little mor 
K. Ken. My queen and son are gone to France for a 
And, as I hear, the great commanding Warwick 
Is thither gone, to crave the French king’s sister 
To wife for Edward : If this news be true, 

Poor queen and son, your labour is but lost; 

For Warwick is a subtle orator, 

And Lewis a prince soon won with moving words. 
By this account, then, Margaret may win him ; 

For she ’s a woman to be pitied much : 

Her sighs will make a battery in his breast ; 

Her tears will pierce into a marble heart ; 

The tiger will be mild while she doth mourn ; 

And Nero will be tainted with remorse. 

To hear, and see, her plaints, her brinish tears. 

Ay, but she ’s come to beg; Warwick, to give : 

She, on his left side, craving aid for Henry ; 

H^’On his right, asking a wife for Edward, 

She weeps, and says— her Henry is depos'd ; 

He smiles, and says— his Edward is install’d; 

That she, poor wretch, for grief can speak no more ; 
Whiles Warwick tells his title, smooths the wrong, 
Inferreth arguments of mighty strength ; 

And, in conclusion, wins the king from her, 

With promise of his sister, and what else, 

To strengthen and support king Edward’s place. 

O Margaret, thus ’t will be; and thou, poor soul. 
Art then forsaken, as thou weiit’st forlorn. 

2 Keep. Say, what art thou that talk’s! of kings 
queens? 

K Ken. More than I seem, and less than I was ban 
A TTian at least, for less I should not be ; 

And men may talk of kings, and why not If - 
2 Keep. Ay, bat thou talk’st as if thou wett a ti 
K Ken. Why, so I am, in mind; and^M^ eno 
2 Ke^ Bui if thou be a long, wherb i»thy csm 
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K. Km, My crown is in my heart, not on my head ; 
Not deck’d with diamonds and Indian stones, 

Nor to be seen : my crown is call’d content ; 

A crown it is that seldom kings enjoy. 

2 Keep, Well, if you be a long crown’d with content, 
Your crown content and you must be contented 
To go along with us : for, as we think, 

You are the king king Edward hath depos’d ; 

And we his subjects, sworn in all allegiance, 

Will apprehend you as his enemy. 

K. Km, But did you never swear and break an oath ? 
2 Ke^. No, never such an oath ; nor will not now, 
K Ken. Where did you dwell when I was king of 
England? 

2 Keep. Here in this country where we now remain. 
K. Ken. I was anointed long at nine months old ; 
My father, and my grandfather, were kings j 
And you were sworn true subjects unto me : 

And, tell me then, have you not broke your oaths I • 

1 Keep. No j 

For we were subjects but while you were king. 

K. Ken. Why, am I dead ? do I not breadie a man ? 
Ah, simple men, you know not what you swear. 

Look, as I blow this feather from my fac^ 

And as the air blows it to me again, 

Obeying with my wind when I do blow, 

And yidding to another when it blows, 

Commanded always by the greater gust ; 

Such is the lightness of you common men. 

But do not break your oaths ; for, of that sin 
My mild entreaty shall not make you guilty. 

Go where you will, the king shall be commanded j 
And be you kings ; command, and I ’ll obey. 

1 Keep. We are true subjects to the king, king Ed* 
ward, 

K. Km. So would you be again to Hen^, 

If he were seated as king Edward is. 
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1 Keep- We charge you, in Ood^g name, and in the 
king’s. 

To go with us unto the officers. 

K. Ken. In Ood’s name, lead; your kmg’s name be 
obey’d : , . ^ 

And what God will, that let your king perform ; 

And what he will, I humbly yield unto. \Bxemi. 

SCENE H* — Eondon. A Room m ihe Fa^am. 

Enter Kikg Edwabd, Guoster, Clarekok, and • 
Lady Grey. 

K. Edw. Brother of Gloster, at Saint Albm’s field 
This lady’s husband, sir John Grey, was slain, 

His lands then seiz’d on by the conqueror ; 

Her suit is now, to repossess those lands; 

Which we in justice cannot well deny. 

Because in quarrel of the house of York 
The worthy gentleman did lose his life. 

gZ. Your highness shall do well to grant her smt; 

It were dishonour to deny it her. 

K. Edw. It were no less ; but yet I ’ll make apanse. 

Gh. Yea I is it so? ^ 

I see the lady hath a thmg to gran^ 

Before the king will grant her l^bl^t 
Clar. He knows the game : How true he 

eio. 

K Bdvo Widow, we wiU consider of your suit , 

And come some other time, to know our ni^ 

L. Grev. Bight gracious lord, I cannot brook ^iay - 
Mav it nlease your highness to resolve me now j 
And what your pleasure is dxall satisfy me. 

yonrland^ 
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CZar* I feax her not unless she chance to fall- 
"Glo. God forbid that! for he’ll take vantages. \_^s^ 
K. JBdto. How many children hast thou, widd 
tell me. 

Clar, I think he means to beg a child of her. 

Glo. Nay, then whip me ; he 'll rather give her tn 

[^si 

X. Grey, Three, my most gracious lord. ' 

Glo. You shall have four, if you 11 be nil’d by h-, 

iT. Edw, *T ware pity they should lose their iathi< 
land. ^ ! 

X. Grey, Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it fberj| 
jST. Edw. Lords, give us leave : I ’ll try this widd 
wit. 

Glo. Ay, good leave have you ; for you will have le: 
Till youth, take leave, and leave you to the crutch. 
[GxrOSTER mid Claubnce rei^tre to the other 
EL Edw, Now, tell me^ madam, do you love y 
children? 

X. Grey, Ay, full as dearly as I love myself. 

J5u Edw. And would you not do much to do €l] 
good? 

X. Grey. To do them good I would sustain some ha: 
Kl Edw. Then get your husband’s land% to do tfc 
good. * 

X. Grey. Therefore I came unto your majesty. 

K. Edw. I ’ll tell you how tliese lands are to^ be | 
X. Grey. So shall you bind me to your highri< 
service, 

K. Edw. What service wilt thou do me, if I give the 
X. Grey. What you command that rests In me to dc 
jST. Edw. But you will take exceptions to my boo, 
X. Grey. No, gracious lord, except I cannot do itr 
JT. Edw. Ay, but thou canst do what I mean to 
X. Grey. 'V^y, then I will do what your grace co 
mands. ] 
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OZb. He plies her hard ; and much rain wears the 
marble. [Aside. 

Ctar. As red as fire ! nay, then her wax must melt. 

[Aside. 

L. Grey. Why stops my lord? shall I not hear my 
task? 

JC> Bdw. An easy task ; ’t is but to love a king. 

L. Grey. That ’s soon perform’d, because 1 am a sub- 
ject. 

K. Edw. Why, then, thy husband’s lands I freely 

give thee. 

L. Grey. I take my leave with many thousand thanks. 
Glo. The match is made j she seals it with a curt’sy. 

K. Edw, But stay thee, ’t is the fruits of love I mean. 

L, Grey. The fruits of love I mean, my loving liege. 

K. Edw. Ay, but, I fear me, in another sense. 

What love think’st thou I sue so much to get? 

L. Grey. My love till death, my humble thanks, my 

prayers ; 

That love which virtue begs and virtue grants. 

K. Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean such love. 

L. Grey. Why, then you mean not as I thought you 

did. 

K. Edw. But now you partly may perceive my 

mind. 

L. Grey. My mind will never grant what I perceive 
Your highness aims at, if I aim aright. 

K. Edw. To tell thee plain, I aim to lie with thee. 

L. Grey. To tell you plain, I had rather lie in prison. 

K. Edw. Why, then thou shalt not have thy hus- 

band’s lands. 

L. Greyi WTiy, then mine honesty shall be my dower; 
For by that loss I will not purchase them. 

K. Edw. Therein thou wrong’st thy children migihtily. 

L. Grey. Herein your highness wrongs both them and 

me. 

But, mighty lord, this merry inclination 
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Aecc^i^ DiOt witibi tiie sadness » of my suit ; 

Please yon dismiss me, either with ay or no. 

X* Ay, if thou wilt say ay to my request : 

No, if thou dost say no to my demand. 

X. Grey. Then, no, my lord. My suit is at an end. 
Glo. The widow likes him not,' she knits her brows, 

[Aside. 

Clar. He is the bluntest wooer in Christendom. ^ 

[Aside. 

K Bdw. [Aside.'] Her looks do argue her replete 
with modesty ; ^ 

Her words do show her wit incomparable. 

All her perfections challenge sovereignty : 

One way, or other, she is for a king ; 

And she shall be my love, or else my queen. 

Say, that king Edward take thee for his queen ? ^ 

L. Grey. 'T is better said than done, my gracious 
lord : _ 

I am a subject fit to jest withal, 

But fax tmfit to be a sovereign. 

X Bdm. Sweet widow, by my state I swear to thee, 

1 speak no more than what my soul intends ; 

And that is, to enjoy thee for my love. 

X. Grey. And that is more than I will yield unto : 

I know 1 am too mean to be your queen. 

And yet too good to be your concubine. 

X. Bdw. You cavil, widow ; I did mean my q.jeen. 
X. Grey. ’T wHl grieve your grace my son should 
call you father. 

X. Bdw. No more than when my daughters call thee 
mother. 

Thou art a widow, and thou hast some children; 

And, by God’s mother, I, being but a bachelor, 

Have other some : why, ’tis a happy thing 
To be the father unto many sons. 

Answer no more, for thou shalt be my queen. 

StoilncM— seriousness. 
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Glo, The ghostly father now hath done his shrift! 

[Aside. 

Clar, When he was made a shriver, ’t was for shift, 

[Aside. 

K. Edw. Brothers, you muse what chat we two have 
had.^ 

Gh, The widow likes it not, for she looks very sad, 
K, Edw. Y ou ’d think it strange if I should marry her. 
Clar. To whom, my lord % 

K. Edw. Why, Clarence, to myself. 

Gh. That would be ten days’ wonder at the least 
Clar. That ’s a day longer than a wonder lasts. 

Glo. By so much is the wonder in extremes. 

K. Edm. Well, jest on, brothers : I can tell you both 
Her suit is granted for her husband’s lands. 

Enter a Nobleman. 

Nob. My gracious lord, Henry your foe is taken, 
And brought your prisoner to your palace gate.. 

K. Edw. See that he be convey’d unto the Tower : 
And go we, brothers, to the man that took him. 

To question of his apprehension. 

Widow, go you along ; — ^Lords, use her honourable. 
[Exeunt K. Enw., Lady Grey, Clarence, and Lord. 

Gh. Ay, Edward will use women honourably. 
’Would he were wasted, marrow, bones, and all. 

That from his loins no hopeful branch may spring, 

To cross me from the golden time I look for ! 

And yet, between my soul’s desire and me, 

(The lustful Edward’s title buried,) 

Is Clarence, Henry, and his son young Edward, 

And all the unlook’d-for issue of tlieir bodies, 

To take their rooms, ere I can place myself: 

A cold premeditation for my purpose ! 

Why, then I do but dream on sovereignty ; ’ 

Like one that stands upon a promontory. 

And spies a far-off shore where he would tread, 

VOL. VI. R 
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were eqaal ^e ; 

cteies fiie sea 1i^ stmdeis biin from tfaence^ 
^ying, he *11 lade it dry to have his way : 

So do X wish the crown, being so far oflT; 

And so I chide the means that keepme Ixom it ; 
And so I say, I ’ll cut the causes off. 

Flattering me with impossibilities. 

My eye ’s too quick, my heart o’erweens too much^ 
Unless my hand and strength could equal them. 
Well, say there is no kingdom then for Sichard ; 
What other pleasure can the world afford “i 
I ’ll make my heaven in a lady’s lap. 

An d deck my body in gay ornaments. 

And witch sweet ladies with my words and looks. 

0 miserable thought I and more unlikely 
Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns ! 

Why, love forswore me in my mother’^ womb : 
And, few I should not deal in her soft law^ 

She iHd certupt fcail nature wil^ some bribe 
To yHaTi*ft arm up like a wither’d shrub } 

To make an envious mountain on my back, 

Where sits deformity to mock my body 5 

To dmpe my legs of an unequal size ; 

To disproportion me in every part, 

Idke to a chaos, or an unlick’d bear-whelp. 

That carries no impression like the dam. 

And am X then a man to be belov’d ? 

O, monstrous fEiult, to harbour such a thought ] 
Tiieti, since this earth affords no joy to me 
But to command, to dieck, to o’erbear such 
As are of better person than myself, 

1 ’ll noake my heavm to dream upon the crown ; 
And, whiles I live, to account this world but hell. 
Until my mis-shap’d trunk, that bears this head. 

Be round impaled with a glorious crown. 

And yet X know not how to get the crown, 
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And I, — ^like one lost in a thorny wood, 

That rents the thorns, and is rent with the thorns. 
Seeking a way, and straying from the way ; 

Not knowing how to find the open air, 

But toiling desperately to find it out^ — 

Torment myself to catch the English crown : 

And from that torment I will free myself. 

Or hew my way out with a bloody axe. 

Why, I can smile, and murther whiles I smile : 

And cry, content, to that which grieves my heart j 
‘ And wet my cheeks with artificial tears. 

And frame my face to all occasions. 

1 11 drown more sailors than the mermaid shall ; 

1 11 slay more gazers than the basilisk ; 

1 11 play the orator as well as Nestor ; 

Deceive more slily than Ulysses could ; 

And, like a Sinon, take another Troy : 

I can add colours to the cameleon ; 

Change shapes with Proteus, for advantages, 

And set the murtherous Machiavel to school. 

Can I do this, and cannot get a crown ? 

Tut 1 were it farther off I ’U pluck it down. [Exit 

SCENE III. — ^France. A Room in the Palace, 

Flourish. Enter Lewis the French Kmg, and 
Labx Bona, attended; the Kino takes his state. 
Then enter Queen Margaret, Prince Edward 
her son^ and the Earl of Oxford. 

K, Lew, ' Fair q^ueen of England, worthy Margare^ 

[iiJtwy. 

Sit down with us ; it ill befits thy state 
And birth tliat thou shouldst stand, while Lewis doth sit, 
Q. Mar. No,* mighty king of France; now Margaret 
Must strike her sail, and learn awhile to serve. 

Where kings command. I was, I must confess^ 

Great Albion’s queen in former gold«i days i 
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But now misclaance liath trod my tide down, 

And with dishonour laid me on the ground ; 

Where I must take like seat unto my fortune, 

And to my humble seat conform myself. 

K. Lew, Why, say, fair queen, whence springs this 
deep despair? 

Q. Mar, From such a cause as fills mine eyes with 
tears, 

And stops my tongue, wHle heart is drown’d in cares. 

K. Lew. Whate’er it be, be thou still like thyself, 
And sit thee by our side : yield not thy neck 

[jSeajEs her hy him. 

To fortune’s yoke, but let thy dauntless mind 
Still ride in triumph orer all mischance. 

Be plain, queen Margaret^ and tell thy grief ; 

It shall be eas’d if France can yield relief. 

Q, Mar. Those gracious words revive my drooping 
thoughts. 

And gtve my tongue-tied sorrows leave to speak. 

Now, therefore^ be it known to noble Lewis, 

That Henry, sole possessor of my love> 

Is, of a king, become a banish’d man. 

And forc’d to live in Scotland a forlorn ; 

While proud ambitious Edward, duke of York, 

Usurps the regal title, and the seat 
Of England’s true-anointed lawful king. 

This is the cause that I, poor Margaret, 

With this, my son, prince Edwarc^ Henry’s heir. 

Am come to crave Ihy just and lawful aid ; 

And if thou fail us all our hope is done : 

Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help ; 

Our people and our peers are both misled, 

Our treasure suMz’d, our soldiers put to flight, 

And, as thou seest, ourselves in heavy plight. 

K. Lew. Renowned queen, with patimce c^dm the 
storm, 

While wa beth^ a means to break it off. 
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Q. Mar, The more we stay the stronger grows our foe. 
jST. Lew. The more I stay the more I ’ll succour thee. 
Q. Mar. O, but impatience waiteth on true sonw : 
And see, where comes the breeder of my sorrow. 

Enter Warwick, attended. 

K, Lew. What ’s he approacheth boldly to our pre- 
sence? 

Q. Mar. Our earl of Warwick, Edward’s greatest 
friend. 

K. Lew. Welcome, brave Warwick I What brings 
thee to France ? 

[Descending from his state. Queen Margaret rises. 

Q. Mar. Ay, now begins a second storm to rise ; 

For this is he that moves both wind and tide. 

War. From worthy Edward, king of AJbion, 

My lord and sovereign, and thy vowed friend, 

I comei, in kindness and unfeigned love, 

First, to do greetings to thy royal person ; 

And then to crave a league of amity : 

And, lastly, to confirm that amity 

With nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to grant 

That virtuous lady Bona, thy fair sister, 

To England’s king in lawful marriage. 

Q. Mar. If that go forward Henry’s h(^ is done. 
War. And, gracious madam [to BonaI, in our king’s 
behalf, 

I am commanded, with your leave and favour. 

Humbly to kiss your hand, and with my tongue 
To tell the passion of my sovereign’s heart; 

Where fame, late entering at his heedftd ears. 

Hath plac’d thy beauty’s imag^ and thy virtue. 

Q. Mar. King Iiewis, and lady Bona, hear me speak, 
Before you answer Warwick. His demand 
Springs not from Edward’s well-meant honest lov^ 

But from deceit, bred by necessity ; 

For how can tyrants sately govern home^ 
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Unless abroad they purchase great alliance ? 

To prove him tyranty this reason may suffice 
That Henry liveth still ; but were he dead, 

Yet here prince Edward stands, king Henry’s son. 

Look therefore, Lewis, that by this league and marriage 
Thou draw not on thy danger and dishonour : 

For though usurpers sway the rule awhile, 

Yet Heavens are just, and time-suj^presseth wrongs. 
War, Injurious Margaret! 

Prince. And why not queen 9 

War, Because thy father Henry did usurp ; 

And thou no more art prince than she is queen. 

Oxf. Then Warwick disannuls great John of Gaunt^ 
Which did subdue the greatest part of Spain ; 

And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the fourth, 

Whose wisdom was a mirror to the wisest ; 

And, after that wise prince, Henry the fifth, 

Who by his prowess conquered all France : 

From these our Henry lineally descends. 

War, Oxford, how hajs it in this smooth discourse 
You told not, how Henry the sixth hath lost 
All that which Henry the fifth had gotten? 

Methinks, these peers of France should smile at that. 
But for the rest, you tell a pedigree 
Of threescore and two years ; a silly time 
To make prescription for a kingdom’s worth. 

Oxf, Why, Warwick, canst thou speak against thy 
liege, 

Whom thou obeyedst thirty and six years. 

And not bewray thy treason with a blush 9 

War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the rightly 
Now buckler falsehood with a pedigree 9 
For shame I leave Henry, and call Edward king. 

Oxf Call him my king, by whose injurious doom 
My elder brother, the lord Aubrey Vere, 

Was done to death? and more than so, my father. 

Even in the downfall of his mellow’d years. 
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When natiaxe brought him to the door of death 1 
No, Warwick, no j while life imholds this arm, 

This arm upholds the house of Lancaster. 

War. And I the house of York. 

K. Lew. Queen Margaret, prince Edward, and Ox- 
ford, 

Vouchsafe at our request to stand aside, ^ 

While I use further conference with Warwick. 

Q. Mar. Heavens grant that Warwick’s words be- 
witch him not ! ^ 

iReiiring with the Prince and OxFORn. 
K. Lew. Now, Warwicli:, tell me, even upon thy 


conscience, 

Is Edward your tiue king 9 for I were loth 
To link with him that were not lawful chosp. 

Wcvr. Thereon I pawn my credit and mine honour. 
K. Lew. But is he gracious in the people’s eye? 
War. The more, that Henry was unfortunate. 

K. Lew. Then further, all dissembling set aside, 
Tell me for truth the measure of his love 


Unto our sister Bona. 

War. Such it seerns 

As may beseem a monarch like himself. 

Myself have often heard him say, and swear. 

That this his love was an eternal plant, 

Whereof the root was fix’d in virtue’s ground, 

The leaves and fruit maintain’d with b^uty’s sun ; 
Exempt from envy, but not from disdain. 

Unless the lady Bona quit his pain. 

K. Lew. Now, sister, let us hear your firm resolve. 
Bona. Your grant, or your denial, shall be mine t-— 
Yet I confess, [To War.] that often ere this day,. 
When I have heard your king’s desert recounted, 

Mine ear hath tempted judgment to ^sire. ‘ 

JSL Lew. Then, Warwicl^ thus,— Our sister, shall be 


Edward’s ; 

And now forthwith shall articles be drawn 
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Touching the jointure that your king must make, 
Which with her dowry shall be counterpois’d : 

Praw near, queen Margarel^ and be a witness 
That Bona shall be wife to the English king. 

JPrince. To Edward, but not to the English king. 

Q. Mar, Deceitful Warwick ! it was thy device 
By this alliance to make void my suit ; 

Before thy coming Lewis was Henry’s friend. 

JT. Lew. And still is friend to him and Margaret ; 
But if your title to the crown be weak, 

As may appear by Edward’s good success, 

Then ’t is but reason that I be releas’d 
From giving aid, which late I promised. 

Yet shall you have all kindness at my hand 
That your estate requires, and mine can yield. 

War. Henry now lives in Scotland, at his ease; 
Where, having nothing, nothing he can lose. 

And as for you yourself, our ptondam queen, 

You have a father able to maintain you ; 

And better ’t were you troubled him ian France. 

Q. Mar. Peace, impudent and shameless Warwick, 
peace; 

Proud setter-up and puller-down of kings ! 

1 will not hence till with my talk and tears. 

Both full of truth, I make king Lewis behold 
Thy sly conveyance,* and thy lord’s false love ; 

For both of you are birds of self-same feather. 

[A horn sounded within. 

K, Lew. Warwick, this is some post to us, or thee. 
Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord ambassador, these leftters are for you ; 
Sent from your brother, marquis Montague ; — 

These from our king imto your majesty ;— 

And, madam, these for you ; from whom — know not 
[To Margaret. They all read their letters, 
• ConwyoTice— juggling— artifice. 
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Oafi I like it well, that our fair queen and mistress 
Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at his. 
Prince. Nay, mark, how Lewis stamps as he were 
nettled : 

I hope all ’s for the best. 

K. Lew. Warwick, what are thy news ? and yours, 
fair queen ? 

0. Mar, Mine, such as fill my heart with unhop’d 
joys- 

Wa/r. Mine, full of sorrow and heart’s discontent. 

K. Lew, What! has your king married the lady Grey f 
And now, to soothe your forgery and his, 

Sends me a paper to persuade me patience? 

Is this the alliance that he seeks with France? 

Dare he presume to scorn us in this manner ? 

Q. Mar. I told your majesty as much before : 

This proveth Edward’s love and Warwick’s honesty. 
War, King Lewis, I here protest, in sight of Heaven, 
And by the hope I.haye.of heavenly bliss. 

That I am clear from this misdeed of Edward’s ; 

No more my king, for he dishonours me ; 

But most himself, if he could see his shame. 

Did I forget, that by the house of York 
My father came untimely to his death ? 

Did I let pass the abuse done to my niece? 

Did I impale him with the regal crown? 

Did I put Henry from his native right ; 

And am I guerdon’d at the last with shame ? 

Shame on himself: for my desert is honour. 

And to r^air my honour lost for him, 

I here renounce him, and return to Henry : 

My noble queen, let former grudge pass, 

And henceforth I am thy true servitor ; 

I will revenge his wrong to lady Bona, 

And replant Henry in his former state. 

Q. Mar, Warwick, these words have turn’d my hate 
to love ; 
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And I forgive and quite forget old faults, 

And joy that thou becom’st king Henry’s friend-^ 

War, So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned friend. 
That if king Lewis vouchsafe to furnish us 
With some few bands of chosen soldiers, 

1 11 undertake to land them on our coast. 

And force the tyrant from his seat by war. 

is not his new-made bride shall succour him : 

And as for Clarence, as my letters tell me. 

He ’s very likely now to fall from him ; 

For matching more for wanton lust than honour. 

Or than for strength and safety of our country. 

Bona. Dear brother, how shall Bona be reveng’d, 

But by thy help to this distressed queen ? 

Q. Mar, Renowned prince, how shall poor Henry live, 
Unless thou rescue him from foul despair % 

Bona. My quarrel and this English queen’s are one. 
War, And mine, Riir lady Bona, joins with yours. 
K, Lew, And mine with hers, and thine, and Mar- 
garet’s. 

Therefore, at last, I firmly am resolv’d, 

You shall have aid. 

Q. Mar. Let me give humble thanks for all at once. 
iC. Lew. Then, England’s messenger, return in post ; 
And tell false Edward, thy supposed king, 

That Lewis of France is sending over maskers, 

To revel it with him and his new bride : 

Thou seest what ’s past, go fear® thy king withal. 

Bona. I’dl him, iuhoj^ he ’ll prove a widower shortly, 
I ’ll wear the willow ga^and for his sake. 

Q. Mar. Tell him, my mourning weeds are laid aside. 
And I am ready to put armour on. 

War, Tell him firom me, that he hath done me lytong; 
And therefore I ’ll uncrown him, ere 't be long. 

There ’s thy reward ; he gone. [Exit Mess. 

K, Lew. But, Warwick, thou, 

^ Fear — ^afiright. 
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And Oxford, with five thousand men, 

Shall cross the seas, and bid false Edward battle : 

And, as occasion serves, this noble queen 
And prince shall follow with a fresh supply. 

Yet, ere thou go, but answer me one doubt; 

What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty? 

War- This shall assure my constant loyalty : 

That if our queen and this young prince agree, 

I ’ll join mine eldest daughter, and my joy, 

To him forthwith in holy wedlock bands. 

Q. Mar- Tes, I agree, and thank you for your motion : 
Son Edward, she is fair and virtuous, 

Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick ; 

And, with thy hand, tliy faith irrevocable,^ 

That only Warwick’s daughter shall be thine. 

Prince- Yes, I accept her, for she well deserves it; 
And here, to pledge my vow, I give my hand. 

[JJe gives his hand to Warwick. 
K. Lew. Why stay we now? These soldiers shall 
be levied, 

And thou, lord Bourbon, our high admiral. 

Shall waft them over with our royal fleet. 

I long till Edward fall by war’s mischance, 

For mocking marriage with a dame of France. 

[Exeunt all hut Warwick. 
War- I came from Edward as ambassador, 

But I return his sworn and mortal foe : 

Matter of marriage was the charge he gave me, 

But dreadful war shall answer his demand. 

Had he none else to make a stale* but me? 

Then none but I shall turn his jest to sorrow. 

I was the chief that rais’d him to the crown, 

And I ’ll be chief to bring him dovra again : 

Not that I pity Henry’s misery, 

But seek revenge m Edward’s mockery. [Ewit- 

* stalkjfcag-hoMe. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — London. A Room in the Pcdaee* 

Enter Glostkr, Clarence, Somerset, MoNTAGtr®. 
and others. 

Glo. Now tell me, brother Clarence, what tbmlr you 
Of this new marriage with the lady Grey ? 

Hath not our brother made a worthy choice f 

Cktr. Alas, you know, ’t is far irom hence to France ; 
How could he stay till Warwick made return? 

Som. My lords, forbear this talk; here comes the king. 

Flourish. Enter Kino Edward, attended; Lady 
Grey, as Queen; Pembroke;, Stafford, Has- 
tings, and others, 

Glo. And his well-chosen bride. 

Clar. I mind to tell him plainly what I think. 

JK. Edu>. Now, brother of Clarence how like you our 
choice, 

That you stand pensive, as half malcontent ? 

Clar. As well as Lewis of France,, or the earl of 
Warwick ; 

Which are so weak of courage and in judgment. 

That they ’ll take no offence at our abuse. 

AC Edw. Suppose they take offence without a cause, 
They are but Lewis and Warwick; I am Edward, 
Tour king and Warwick’s, and must have my will. 

Gh. And you shall have yourwiU, because our king; 
Yet hasty marriage seldom proveth well. 

K. Edw. Yea, brother Richard, are you offended too ? 
Glo. Not I : no. 

God forbid that I should wish them sever’d 
Whom God hath join’d together : ay, and ’t were pity 
To sunder them that yoke so well together. 
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K. Edzo. Setting your scorns and your mislike aside, 
Tell me some reason, why the lady Grey 
Should not become my wife, and England's queen : 
And you too, Somerset and Montague, 

Speak freely what you think. 

Clar. Then tliis is my opinion, that king Lewis 
Becomes your enemy, for mocking him 
About the marriage of the lady Bona. 

GIo. And Warwick, doing what you gave in charge, 
Is now dishonoured by this new marriage. 

K, Edw. What, if both Lewis and Warwick be ap- 
peas’d 

By such invention as I can devise $ 

Mont. Yet, to have join’d with Erance in such alliance. 
Would more have strengthen’d this our commonwealth 
’Gainst foreign storms, than any home-bred marriage. 

Mast Why, knows not Montague that of itself 
England is safe, if true within itself ? 

Mont Yes, but the safer when it is back’d with 
France. 

Mast. ’T is better using France than trusting France : 
Let us be back’d with God, and with the seas, 

Which he hath given for fence impregnable. 

And with their helf)3 only defend ourselves ; 

In them, and in ourselves, our safety lies. 

Clar. For this one speech, lord Hastings well deserves 
To have the heir of the lord Hungerford. 

JT. Edw. Ay, what of that? it was my will and grant j 
And, for this once, my will shall stand for law, 

Gh. And yet, methinks, your grace hath not done well 
To give the heir and daughter of lord Scales 
ITnto the brother of your loving bride ; 

She better would have fitted me, or Clarence ^ 

But in your bride you bury brotherhood. 

Clar. Or else you would not have bestow’d the heir 
Of the lord Bonville on your new wife’s son, 

And leave your brothers to go i^ieed elsewhere. 
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K. Edw* Alas, poor Clarence ! is it for a wife 
That thou art malcontent ? I will provide thee. 

CUt/r, In choosing for yourself you showed your judg- 
ment; 

Which being shallow, you shall give me leave 
To play the broker in mine own behalf; 

And, to that end, I shortly mind to leave you. 

K. Edw, Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be king. 
And not be tied unto his brother’s will. 

Q. Eliz. My lords, before it pleas’d his majesty 
To raise my state to title of a queen, 

Do me but right, and you must all confess 
That I was not ignoble of descent, 

And meaner than myself have had like fortune. 

But as this title honours me and mine, 

So your dislikes, to whom I would be pleasing, 

Do cloud my joys with danger and with sorrow, 

K, Edw, My love, forbear to fawn upon their frowns : 
What; danger or what sorrow can befall thee, 

So long as Edward is thy constant friend. 

And their true sovereign, whom they must obey 1 
Nay, whom they shall obey, and love thee too, 

Unless they seek for hatred at my hands : 

Which if they do, yet will I keep thee safe, 

And they shall feel the vengeance of my wrath. 

Gh. I hear, yet say not much, but think the more. 

[Aside, 

Enter a Messenger. 

K. Edw. Now, messenger, what letters or what news 
From France ? 

Mess, My sovereign lieg^ no letters ; and few words, 
But such as I, without your special pardon, 

Dare not relate. 

K. Edw, Gro to, we pardon thee : therefore, in brief, 
Tell me their words as near as thou canst guess them. 
What answer makes king Lewis unto our letters ? 
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Mess. At my depart, these were his very words : 

« Go tell false Edward, thy supposed king, 

That Lewis of France is sending over maskers 
To revel it with him and his new bride.” 

K. Edw. Is Lewis so brave? belike he thinks me 
Henry. 

But what said lady Bona to my marriage ? 

Mess. These were her words, utter’d with mild dis- 
dain : 

« Tell him, in hope he’ll prove a widower shortly, 

I ’ll wear the willow garland for his sake.” 

K. Edw. I blame not her, she could say little less; 
She had the wrong. But what said Henry’s queen ? 
For I have heard that she was there in place.® 

Mess. « Tell him,” quoth she^ **my mourning weeds 
are done, 

And I am ready to put armour on.” 

K. Edw. Belike she minds to play the Amazon. 

But what said Warwick to these injuries? 

Mess. He, more incens’d against your majesty 
Than all the rest, discharg’d me with these words ; 

Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 

And therefore I ’ll uncrown him ere ’t be long.” 

K. Edw. Ha ! durst the traitor breathe out so proud 
words ? 

Well, I will arm me, being thus forewarn’d : 

They shall have wars, and pay for their presumption. 
But say, is Warwick friends with Margaret? 

Mess. Ay, gracious sovereign; they are so link’d m 
friendship ^ , 

That young prince Edward marries Warwick s daughtCT. 
Clar. Belike, the elder; Clarence will have me 
younger. 

Now, brother king, farewell, and sit you fast. 

For I will hence to Warwick’s other daughter ; 

That, though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage . 

® In presmt. 
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I may not prove inferior to yourself. 

You that love me and Warwick, follow me. 

[ExU Clarenci^ and Sowe^swt follows. 
Gto. Not I. 

My thoughts aim at a further matter ; 

I stay not for love of Edward, but the crown. [^Astde. 

K.Edw. Clarence andSomerset both gone to Warwick^ 
Yet am I arm'd against the worst can happen ; 

And haste is needfol in this desperate case, 

Pembroke, and Stafford, you in our behalf 
Go levy men, and make prepare for war. 

They are already, or quickly will be landed : 

Myself in person will straight follow you. 

[Exeunt Pembroke and Stafford. 
But, ere I go, Hastings and Montague, 

Resolve my doubt. You twain, of all the rest. 

Are near to Warwick by blood, and by alliance : 

TeU me, if you love Warwick more than me 1 
If it be so, then both depart to him ; 

I rather wish you foes than hollow Mends j 
But if you mind to hold your true obedience. 

Give me assurance with some friendly vow, 

That I may never have you in suspect. 

Mont. So God help Montague, as he proves true ! 
East. And Hastings, as he favours Edward’s cause! 
K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, will you stand by us f 
Gh. Ay, in despite of all that shall withstand you. 
JST. Edw. Why so ; then am I sure of victory. 

Now therefore let us hence; and lose no hour, 

Till we meet Warwick with his foreign power. [Exeunt, 

SCENE 11 . — A Plain in Warwickshire. 

Enter Warwick and Oxford, French and other 

Forces. 

War. Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes well ; 

The common people by numbers swarm to us. 
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Enter Clarence and Somerset. 

But, see, where Somerset and Clarence come ; 

Speak suddenly, my lords ; are we all friends ? 

Clar. Fear not that, my lord. 

War. Then, gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwick; 
And welcome, Somerset ; I hold it cowardice. 

To rest mistrustful where a noble heart 
Hath pawn’d an open hand in sign of love ; 

Else might I think that Clarence, Edward’s brother, 
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings : 

But welcome, sweet Clarence ; my daughter shall be 
thine. 

And now what rests, but, in night’s coverture, 

Thy brother being carelessly encamp’d, 

His soldiers lurking in the towns about. 

And but attended by a simple guard. 

We may surprise and take him at our pleasm*e? 

Our scouts have found the adventure very easy ; 

That as Ulysses, and stout Diomede, 

With slight and manhood stole to Rhesus’ tents, 

And brought from thence the Thracian fatal steeds ; 

So we, well cover’d with the night’s black mantle, 

At unawares may beat down Edward’s guard. 

And seize himself ; I say not, slaughter him, 

For I intend but only to surprise him. 

You that will follow me to this attempt 
Applaud the name of Henry, with your leader. 

\The'y all cry Heniyl 
Why, then, let ’s on our way in silent sort ; 

For Warwick and his friends, God and St. George ! 

[Exeunt 

SCEN'E HI. — ^Edward’s Camp near Warwick. 
Enter eertcdn Watchmen, guard the King’s tent. 

1 Watch. Come on, my masters, each man take his 
stand ; 

VOL. VI. 
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I may not prove infarior to yourself. 

You that love me and Warwicli^ follow me. 

\Esi^ Clarence^ and Somerset foUoms* 
Gio* Not I, 

My thoughts aim at a further matter; 

I stay not for love of Edward, but the crown. [Astde. 

K.Bdw. Clarence ^d Somerset both gone to Warwick^ 
Yet am I arm'd agaimt the worst can happen ; 

And haste is needfol in this desperate case. 

Pembroke, and Stafford, you in our behalf 
Go levy men, and make prepare for war. 

They are already, or quickly will be landed : 

Myself in person will straight follow you. 

\Bxeunt Pembroke and STAFFORn. 
But, ere I go, Hastings and Montague, 

Resolve my doubt. You twain, of all the rest. 

Are near to Warwick by blood, and by alliance : 

TeU me, if you love Warwick more than me ? 

If it be 80, then both depart to *him ; 

I rafte wish you foes than hollow friends ; 

But if you mind to hold your true obedience, 

Give me assurance with some friendly vow, 

That I may never have you in suspect. 

Mont. So God help Montagu^ as he proves true I 
Mast. And Hastings, as he favours Edward’s cause ! 
K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, will you stand by us f 
Gh. Aj, in despite of all that shall withstand you. 
K. Edw. Why so 5 then am I sure of victory. 

Now therefore let us hence; and lose no hour, 

Till we meet Warwick with his foreign power. \Exeimi. 

SCENE II . — A Plain in Warwickshire, 

Enter W arwick and Oxford, wUh French and other 
Forces. 

HW*. Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes well ; 

The common people by numbers swarm to us. 
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Mnter Clarence atid Somerset. 

But, see^ wBere Somerset and Clarence come ; 

Speak suddenly, my lords ; are we all friends ? 

Clar. Fear not that, my lord. 

War* Then, gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwick ; 
And welcome, Somerset : I hold it cowardice. 

To rest mistrustful where a noble heart 
Hath pawn'd an open hand in sign of love ; 

Else might I think that Clarence, Edward’s brother. 
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings : 

But welcome, sweet Clarence ; my daughter shall be 
thine. 

And now what rests, but, in night’s coverture, 

Thy brother being carelessly encamp’d. 

His soldiers lurking in the towns about, 

And but attended by a simple guard, 

We may surprise and take him at our pleasure? 

Our scouts have found the adventure very easy : 

That as Ulysses, and stout Diomede, 

With slight and manhood stole to Ehesus’ tents, 

And brought from thence the Thracian fatal steeds ; 

So we, well cover’d with the night’s black mantle, 

At unawares may beat down Edward’s guard. 

And seize himself : I say not, slaughter him. 

For I intend but only to surprise him. 

Tou that will follow me to this attempt 
Applaud the name of Henry, with your leader. 

{They all cry Heniyl 
Why, then, let ’s on our way in silent sort : 

Few Warwick and his friends, God and St George I 

SCENE III. — ^Edward’s Camp mm Warwick. 
JEmier certam Watchmen, to guard the King’s tent. 

1 Watch. Come on, my mast^, each man take hia 
stand : 
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The king, by thii^ is set him down to sleep. 

2 WatcA, What, will he not to bed i 

1 Watch. Why, no : for he hath made a solemn vow 
jSTever to lie and take his natural rest 
Till Warwick, or himself, be quite suppress’d. 

3 Watch, To-morrow then, belike, shall be the day. 
If Warwick be so near as men report. 

3 Watch. But say, I pray, what nobleman is that 
That with the king here resteth in his tent ? 

1 Watch. ’T is the lord Hastings, the king’s chiefest 

friend. 

3 Watch. O, is it so ? But why commands the king 
That his chief followers lodge in towns about him. 
While he himself keepeth in the cold fields 

2 Watch. is the more honour, because more dan- 

gerous. 

3 Watdi. Ay ; but give me worship, and quietness, 
I like it better than a dangerous honour. 

If Warwick knew in what estate he stands, 

TD is to be doubted he would waken him. 

1 Watch. Unless our halberds did shut up his pas- 

sage. 

2 Watch. Ay j wherefore else guard we his royal tent, 
But to defend his person from night-foes ? 

Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerset, 
and Forces. 

War. This is his tent; and see, where stands his 
guard. 

Courage^ my masters : honour now, or never ! 

But follow me, and Edward shall be ours. 

1 Watch. VVTio goes there ? 

2 Watch. Stay, or thou diest 

[Warwick, awci the rest, cry all — ^Warwick! 
Warwick I and set upon the Guard ; who Jly, 
crying — Arm! Arm! Warwick, and the 
rest, following them. 
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Th6 drum beatinff, and trumpets sounding, re-&ntw 
Wahwiok, and the rest, bringing the KinQt out m 
a gown, sitting in a chair : Gloster and Hastings 
Jig* 

Sow. What are they that fly there ? _ 

ITar. Richard and Hastings : let them go, here u 
the duke. , 

JK*. JSdw, The duke! why, Waxwick, when we parted 


last, 

Thou cairdst me king. 

Ay, but the case is alter d : 
When you disgrac’d me in my ambassade, 

Then I degraded you from being king, 

And come now to create you duke of York. 

Alas ! how should you govern any kingdom, 

That know not how to use ambassadors j 
Nor how to be contented with one wife ; 

Nor how to use your brothers brotherly ; 

Nor how to study for the people’s welto ; 

Nor how to shroud yourself from enemies ? 

JT, JSdw. Yea, brother of Clarence, art thou here too J 
Nay,* Ihen I see that Edward needs must down. 

Yet, Warwick, in despite of all mischance. 

Of thee thyself, and all thy complices, 

Edward will always bear himself as king : 

Though fortune’s malice overthrow my state, 

My mind exceeds the compass of her wheel. 

ffdr. Then, for his mind, be Edward England’s king : 

f^Tahes off his crown. 

But Hffliry now shall wear the English crown, j 
And be true king indeed ; thou but the shadow. » 

My Imd of Somerset, at my request, 

See that forthwidi duke Edward be convey’d 
Unto my brother, archbishop of York. 

When I have fought with Pembroke and his fellows, 

1 ’ll follow you, and tell what answer 
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licwis, and the lady Bona, send to him : 

Now, for a while, farewell, good duke of York. 

K. Bdto, What fates impose, that men must needs 
abide ; 

It boots not to resist both wind and tide. 

[Exit King Edward, led out; Somerset toith Mm, 
Oxf. What now remains, my lords, for us to do, 

But march to London with our soldiers ? 

War, Ay, that ’s the first thing that we have to do ; 
To free king Henry from imprisonment, 

And see him seated in the regal throne. yExeunt. 

SCENE IV. — London. A Room in the Ealace. 

Enter Queen Elizabeth and Rivers. 

Riv, Madam, what makes you in this sudden change % 
Q. Eliz, Why, brother Rivers, are you yet to learn 
What late misfortune is befall’n king Edward ? 

Riv. What, loss of some pitch’d battle against War- 
wick? 

Q. Bliz. No, but the loss of his own royal person. 
Rix. Then is my sovereign slain ? 

Q, Elia. Ay, almost slain, for he is taken prisoner ; 
Either betray’d by falsehood of his guard, 

Or by his foe surpris’d at unawares : 

And, as I further have to understand, 

Is new committed to the bishop of York, 

Fell Warwick’s brother, and by that our foe. 

Rw. These news, I must confess, are fiill of grief : 
Yet, gracious madam, bear it as you may ; 

Warwick may lose, that now hath won the day. 

Q. Eliz. Till then, fair hope most hinder life’s decay. 
And I the rather wean me firom despair. 

For love of Edward’s offspring in my womb : 

This is it that makes me bridle passion, 

And bear with mildness my misfortune's cross 
Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a tear. 
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And stop the rising of blood-sucking sighs. 

Lest with my sighs or tears I blast or drown 
King Edward’s fruit, true heir to the English crown. 
Mv, But, madam, where is Warwick then become? 
Q, Eliz. I am informed that he comes towards 
London, 

To set the crown once more on Henry’s head : 

Guess thou the rest ; king Edward’s friends must down. 
But, to prevent the tyrant's violence, 

(For trust not Mm that hath once broken faith,) 

I ’ll hence forthwith unto the sanctuary, 

To save at least the heir of Edward’s right ; 

There shall I rest secure from force and fraud. 

Come therefore, let us fly, while we may fly ; 

If Warwick take xis we are sure to die. [Exeunt 

SCENE V . — A Eark near Middleham Castle in 
Yorkshire. 

Enter Glostbb, Hastings, Sir William Stanley, 
and others. 

Gh. Now, my lord Hastings, and sir William 
Stanley, 

Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither, 

Into this chiefest thicket of the park. 

Thus stands the case : You know our king, my brother, 
Is prisoner to the bishop here, at whose hands 
He hath good usage and great liberty ; 

And often, but attended with weak guard. 

Comes hunting this way to disport himself. 

I have advertis’d him by secret means, 

That 1^ about this hour, he make this way, 

Under the colour of his usual game, 

He shall hace find his friends, with horse and men, 

To set him ff ee from his captivity. 

Enter King Euwaru, and a Himtsman. 

Hunt This way, my lord ; for this way lies the game. 
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JC Edw. Nay, this way, man ; see where the hunts- 
men stand. 

Now, brother of Gloster, lord Hastings, and the rest, 
Stand you thus close to steal the bishop’s deer ? 

Gh. Brother, the time and case requireth haste ; 
ITour horse stands ready at the park comer. 

K. Edw. But whither shall we then ? 

East, To Lynn, my lord ; and ship from thence to 
Flanders. 

Gh, Well jess’d, believe me; for that was my 
meaning. 

E, Edw. Stanley, I will requite thy forwardness. 
Gh. But wherefore stay we % ’t is no time to talk. 

K. Edw. Huntsman, what say’st thou % wilt thou go 
along? 

Eunt. Better do so than tarry and be bang’d. 

Gh. Come then, away ; let ’s have no more ado. 

Bishop, farewell: shield thee from Wai> 
wick’s frown; 

And pray that I may repossess the crown. [Exeunt* 

SCENE VI . — A Room in the Tower. 

Enter Hing Henry, Clarence, Warwick, Somer> 
SET, young Eichmonu, Oxford, Montague, 

. Lieutenant of the Tower, and Attendants. 

K. Een. Master lieutenant^ now that God and friends 
Have shakffli Edward from the reg^l seat. 

And turned my captive state to liberty, 

My fear to hope, my sorrows unto joy^ 

At our enlargement what are thy due fees ? 

Eieu, Subjects may challenge nothing of their sove- 
reigns ; 

But, if an humble prayer may prevail, 

I then crave pardon of your majesty, 

E Een. For what^ lieutenant? for well using me f 
Nay, be thou sure, I ’ll well requite thy kindnea^ 
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For that it made my imprieonmmt a pleaaure : 

A V such a pleasure as incaged birds 

Conceive, vrLn, after 

At last, by notes of household h^ony, 

They quite forget their loss of liberty. 

But ^arwich^fter God, thou sett’st me free, 

And chiefly therefore I thanh God and thee , 

He was the author, thou the ins^ument 

Therefore, that I may conqaex 

By living low where fortune cannot hurt me , 

And that the people of this blessed land ^ 

May not be puniSi*d with my ® 

afihoughmy head still wear the crown, 

I here resign my governmmt to thee, 

avddSg'foi^^ malice, 

^„S, Sfi? tii. .™y. 

To whom the Heavens, in thy nativity, 
idfadg’d an olive-branch, and lamel cmv^ 

As likely to be bless’d in peao^and war , 

^d th Jefore I yield thee my free coi^ent. 

War. And I choose Clarence only for 
£ Hejt. Warwick and Clarence, give me both your 

Now loin y“m ijands, and with your h^ds your hearts, 
That no dissention hinder 
I mate yon both protectors of this land , 

Whilo I myself will lead 3- ^ 

And in devotion spend my latter da> s, 

^“^”tt‘lw^rs"ct^:e^T-his severe-, 
willt 
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C'itor. That he consents, if Warwick yield consent j 
)r on thy fortxine I repose myself, 

Wan Why, then, though loth, yet must I he content : 
e 11 yoke together, like a double shadow 
) Henry's body, and supply his place ; 
nean, in bearing weight of government, 
nile he enjoys the honour, and his ease, 
id, Clarence, now then it is more than needful, 
rthwith that Edward be pronounc’d a traitor, 
id all his lands and goods be confiscate. 

Olar. What else ? and that succession be determin’d. 
War, Ay, therein Clarence shall not want his part 
ST. Ifen, But, with the first of all your chief aifairs 
t me entreat (for I command no more) ^ 

at Margaret yom queen, and my son Edward, 
sent for, to return from France with speed ; 

•, till I see them here, by doubtful fear 
’ joy of liberty is half eclips’d. 

It shall be done, my sovereign, with all speed. 

1. Men, My lord of Somerset, what youth is that^ 
whom you seem to have so tender care ? 

hm. My liege, it is young Henry, earl of Richmond. 

C Hen. Come hither, England’s hope : If secret 
powers [Lays his hand on his head. 

:gest but truth to my divining thoughts, 
s pretty lad will prove our coxmtry’s bliss, 
looks are full of peaceful majesty, 
head by nature fram’d to wear a crown, 
hand to wield a sceptre j and himself 
ely, in time, to bless a regal throne, 
ce much of him, my lords ; for this is he 
*t help you more than you are hurt by me. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Var. What news, my friend? 
fess. That Edward is escaped from yoor brothei: 
fled, as he h^rrs since^ to Burgundy. 
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War. Unsavoury news : But how made he escap®^ 
Mess. He was convey’d by Richard duke of Gloster, 
And the lord Hastings, who attended him* 

In secret ambush on the forest side. 

And from the bishop’s huntsmen rescued him ; 

Tor hunting was his daily exercise. 

War. My brother was too careless of his charge* 

But let us hence, my sovereign, to provide 
A salve for any sore that may betide. 

\Emt. H. Hen., War., Clar., Uieut, 
kom. My lord, I like not of this flight of Edward s - 
For doubtless Burgundy will yield him help; 

And we shall have more wars before *t be long. 

As Henry’s late presaging prophecy - 

Did glad my heart with hope of this young Richmond , 
So doth my lieait misgii e me, in these conflicts 
What may befall liimT, to his harm and ours : 

Therefore, lord Oxford, to prevent the worst, 

Forthwith we ’ll send him hence to Brittany, 

Till storms be past of civil enmity. 

Oxf. Ay ; for if Edward repossess the crown, 

’T is like that Richmond with the rest shall down. 

Som. It shall be so; he shall to Brittany. 

Come, therefore, let’s about it speedily. \Exeunii. 


SCENE Yll.— Before York. 

Enter King Edward, Gjloster, Hastings, and 
Forces. 

K. Edto. Now, brother Richard, lord Hastings* and 
the rest, 

Yet thus far fortune maketh ns amends. 

And says, that once more I shall interchange 

My waned state for Henry’s regal 

Well have we pass’d, and now repass’d tbe seas. 

And brought desired help from Burgondy : 

« JlttendedMm — waited fox him* 
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Wibat then remains, we being thus arriv’d 
From Ravenspurg haven before the gates of York, 

Bat that we enter as into our dukedom ? 

Gh, The gates made fast! — Brother, I like not this ; 
For many men that stumble at the threshold 
Are well foretold that danger lurks within. 

K. Edw. Tush, man! abodements must not now 
affright us : 

By fair or foul means we must enter in, 

For hither will our friends repair to us. 

Sast. My liege, I 11 knock once more to summon 
them. 

Enter on the walls the Mayor o/York, and his brethren. 

May, My lords, we were forewarned of your coming, 
And shut the gates for safety of ourselves ; 

For now we owe allegiance xinto Henry. 

JKl Edw. Bul^ master mayor, if Henry be your king. 
Yet Edward, at the least, is duke of York. 

May. True, my good lord ; I know you for no less. 
JST. Edw. Why, and I challarge nothing but my 
dukedom. 

As being well content with that alone. 

Glo. But when the fox hath once got in his nos^ 

He 11 soon Hnd means to make the body follow. [Aside. 
Sast. Why, master mayor, why stand you in a 
doubt f 

Open the gates, we are king Henry’s friends. 

May. Ay, say you so ? the gates shall then be open’d, 
[Eoi^nt from above. 

Glo. A wise stout captain, and soon persuaded ! 

Sast. The good old naan would fain that all were 
, well, 

So ’t were not long of him : but, being enter’d, 

I doubt not, I, but we shall soon persuade 
Both him and all his brothers unto reason. 
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Ee-mter the Mayor, and two Aldermen, lelow, 

K. Edw. So, master mayor: these gates must not be 
shut, 

But in the night, or in the time of war. 

What! fear not, man, but yield me up toe keys; 

[Takes hu keys. 

For Edward will defend the town, and toee, 

And all those friends that deign to follow me. 


Drum, Enter Montgomert, and Forces^ marching. 


Gh. Brother, this is sir John Montgomery, 

Onr trusty friend, unless I be deceiv d* 

K Edw. Welcome, sir John! But why come you m 

arms % , . - i. 

To help king Edward in his time of storm. 

As every loyal subject ought to do. 

K. Edw. Thanks, good Montgomery : But we now 


forget n , 1 • 

Our title to the crown ; and only claim 
Our dukedom, till God please to send toe rest. ^ 
Morvt. Then fare you well, for I will hence agam ; 

I came to serve a king, and not a duke. 

Drummer, strike up, and let us march away. 

[A march hefftm. 

K. Edw. Nay, stay, sir John, awhile; and we 11 
debate 

By what safe means the crown may be recover d. 

Mont. What talk you of debating? in few words. 

If you 11 not here proclaim yourself our king 
I ’U leave you to your fortune ; and be gone, 

To keep toem back that come to succour you : 

Why should we fight if you pretend no title \ ^ 

Glo. Why,brotoer, wherefore stand you onmwpomtel 
K, Edw. T^en we grow stronger, then we make 
our claim ; 

Till then, 1 is wisdom to conceal our meanmg. 

Hast. Away with scrupulous wit ! now arms must rule. 
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Glo* Axkd fearless minds climb soonest unto crowns. 
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand ; 

The bruit* thereof will bring you many friends, 

JSC. Mdw. CQien be it as you will : for ’t is my rights 
And Henry but usurps the diadem. 

M<mt. Ay, now my sovereign sjieaketh like himself; 
And now will I be Edward’s champion. 

Mast, Sound, trumpet ; Edward shall be here pro- 
claim’d : 

Come, fellow-soldier, make tbou proclamation- 

\Gtves him. a papeT. Flourish, 
Sold. {Reads.'] “ Edward the fourth, by the grace oi' 
God, king of England and France and lord of Ire- 
land,” &c. ^ 

Mont, And whosoe’er gainsays king Edward’s right, 
By this I challenge him to single fight. 

[Thro>ms do'tjon his gauntlet, 
AU. Long live Edward the fourth 1 
K. JBdm, Thanks, brave Montgomery % — ^and thanks 
unto you all. 

If fortune serve me I ’ll requite this 

Now, for this night, let ’s harboxxr here in York ; 

And, when the morning sun shall raise his car 
Above the border of this horizon, 

We *11 forward towards Warwick, and his mates ; 

For, well I wot that Henry is no soldier- 

Ah, froward Clarence ! — ^how evil it beseems thee 

To flatter Henry, and forsake thy brother I 

Yet; as we may, we ’ll meet both thee and Warwick. 

Gome on, brave soldiers ; doubt not of the day ; 

And that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. {Exeunt 

SCENE VIIL— LcHidon. A JRooTn, in the Falace. 

Enter ICxitg Henry, Warwick, CuAnENCE, Mon- 
* TAGUE, Exeter, and OxFoni). 

War. What counsel, lords ? Edward, from Belgia, 
a Bruit — report. 
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With hasty Germans, and blunt Hollanders, 

Hath pass'd in safety through the narrow seas, 

And with his troops doth march amain to London 5 
And many giddy people flock to him. 

Oxf. Let ’s levy men, and beat him back again. 
Clar. A little fire is quickly trodden out ; 

Which, being suffer'd, rivers cannot quench. 

War, In Warwickshire I have true-hearted friends, 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war ; 

Those will I muster up : and thou, son Clarence, 

Shall stir up in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Kent, 

The knights and gentlemen to come with thee : 

Thou, brother Montague, in Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Leicestershire, shalt find 
Men well inclin’d to hear what thou command's! : 

And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov’d, 

In Oxfordshire shalt muster up thy friends. 

My sovereign, with the loving citizens, 

Like to his island girt in with the ocean. 

Or modest Dian circled with her nymphs. 

Shall rest in London, till we come to him. 

Bair lords, take leave, and stand not to reply. 

Farewell, my sovereign. 

K. Hen, Farewell, my Hector, and my Troy’s true hope, 
Clar, In sign of truth I kiss your highness* hand. 

K, Hen, Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate. 
Mont, Comfort, my lord ; — and so I take my leave. 
Oxf. And thus [kissing Henry’s han^ I seal my 
truth, and bid adieu. 

K. Hen. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Montague, 
And aU at once, once more a happy farewell. 

War, Farewell, sweet lords ; let’s meet at Coventry. 

[Exeunt War., Clar., Oxf., and Mont. 
K, Hen. Here at the palace will I rest a while. 
Cousin of Exeter, what thinks your lordship ? * ' 
Methinkf the power that Edward hath in fidd 
Should not be able to encounter mine. 
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The is fhat he wiH seduce the rest 
K, Men. That ’s not my fear, my meed hath got me 
fame. 

I have not stopp’d mine ears to their demands, 
or posted off their suits with slow delays : 

My p% hath been balm to heal their wounds. 

My mildness hath allay’d their swelling griefs. 

My mercy dried their water-flowing tears : 

I have not been desirous of their wealth. 

Not much oppress’d them with great subsidies. 
jW or forward of revenge, though they much err’d : 

X hen why should they love Edward more than me? 
iW 0 , Exeter, these graces challenge grace : 

And when the lion fawns upon the lamb, 

The lamb will never cease to follow him. 

~ loithin. A Lancaster I A Lancaster 1 

Hark, hark, my lord ! what shouts are these ? 

Enter Kijxa Enwi^, Gloster, and Soldiers. 

El Edw, Seize on the shame-fen’d Btenry, bear him 
hence, 

^d once again proclaim us king of England. 

You are the fount that makes small brooks to flow • 

^ow stop thy spring ; my sea shall suck them dry. 

And swell so much the higher by their ebb. 

Hence with him to the Tower ; let him not speak. 

\Exeunt some with Kjng Hbnr.t. 
A^, lords, towards Coventry bend we our course. 

Where permptory Warwick now remains : 

The sun shines ho^ and if we use delay 
Cold-biting winter mars our hop’d-for hay. 

Gh. Away betimes, before his forces join, 

^d take the great-grown traitor unawares : 

Brave warriors, march amain towards Coventry. 

[Exetmi. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.— Coventry. 

Enter, mon the malls, Warwick, the Mayor of Co- 
ventry, Tmo Messengers, and others. 

War, Wha^eistheposttbatcamefromvaliantOxford ? 

How far hence is thy lord, mine , 

1 Jfess. By this at Dunsmore, marching hitherward. 
War. How far off is our brother Montague T 

Where is the post that came from Montague , 

2 Mess, By this at Daintry, with a puissant troop. 

Enter Sib John Somerville. ^ 

War. Say, Somerville, what says my loving son? 
And, by thy guess, how nigh is Clarence now . 

^m. At Southam I did leave him with his forces, 

Anddoe^ectMmhere some two hours We^ 

War. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his drum. 
Som. It is not his, my lord; here JonthanUie^ 

The drum your honour hears marcheth from Warwick. 
War. Who should that be? belike, unlook d-for fnends. 
Som. They are at hand, and you shall quickly know. 
Emms, Enter King Edward, Glostbb, and Forces, 
marching. 

K. Bdsjo. Go, trumpet, to the walls, and so^d a parle. 
Glo. See, how the surly Warwick mans the wall. 
Wcer. O, unbid spite ! is sportful Edward c<^e . 
Where slept our scouts, or how are they seduc d, 

That we could hear no news of his repair . 

K Eduo. NoWjWarwickjWiltthouopethecitygates,— 

Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy knee,^ 
Gall Edward king,' and at his hands beg mercy ?— 
And he shall pardon thee these outrages. 

War. N ay, rather, wilt thou draw ffiy forces hence, 
Confess who set thee up and pluck d thee down,- 
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Call Warwick patron, and be penitent! — 

And tbon slmlt still remain the duke of York. 

Gh. I thouglit, at leasi^ be would have said tbe king} 
Or did he make the jest against his will! 

War, Is not a dukedom, sir, a goodly gift ? 

Glo. Ay, by my faith, for a poor earl to give; 

I ’ll do thee service for so good a gift. 

War. T was I that ^ve the kingdom to thy brother. 
K, Edw. Why, then ’t is minOj, if but by Warwick’s gift. 
War, Thou art no Atlas for so great a weight : 

And, weakli^, Warwick takes his gift again; 

And Henry is my king, Warwick his subject 

jBT. Edw, But Warwick’s king is Edward’s prisoner ; 
And, gallant Warwick, do but answer this, 

What is the body when the head is off? 

Gio. Alas, that Warwick had no more forecast, 

But whiles he thought to steal the single ten, 

The king was slily finger’d from the deck !* 

You left poor Henry at the bishop’s palace, 

And, ten to one, you ’ll meet him in the Tower. 
jSt Edu;, ’T is even so ; yet you axe Warwick stilL 
Glo. Come, Warwick, take the time, kneel down, 
kneel down ; 

Nay, when? strike now, or else the iron cools. 

War. I had rather chop this hand off at a blow. 

And with the other fling it at thy face, 

Tiran bear so low a sail to strike to thee. 

JiC, Edto. Sail how thou canst, have wind and tide 
thy friend ; 

This hand, fast wound about thy coal-black hair. 

Shall, whiles thy head is warm, and new cut off, 

Write in the dust this sentence with thy blood, — 

“ Wind-changing Warwick now can change no more.” 

Enter Oxford, with drum and colours. 

War. O cheerful colours ! see, where Oxford comes ! 
* Beck, A pack of cards was formerly called a deck. 
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Oxf* Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster I 

[Oxford and his Forces enter the City, 
Glo. The gates are open, let us enter too, 

K, Edw. So other foes may set upon our backs. 
Stand we in good array ; for they, no doubt, 

Will issue out again and bid us battle : 

If not, the city being but of small defence, 

We ’ll q^uickly rouse the traitors in the same. 

War^ 0, welcome, Oxford I for we want thy help* 
Ent&r Mootaque, with drum and colours, 

Mont, Montague, Montague, for Lancaster ! 

[Me and his Forces enter the City 
Gh. Thou and thy brother both shall buy this treason 
Even with the dearest blood your bodies bear. 

K. Edw, Tlie harder match’d, the greater victory ; 
My mind presageth happy gain, and conquest. 

Enter Somerset, with drum and colours. 

Som, Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster ! 

[Me and his Forces enter the City. 
Glo. Two of thy name, both dukes of Somerset, 

Have sold their lives unto the house of York ; 

And thou shalt be the third, if this sword hold. 

Enter Clarence, with drum and colours. 

War. And lo, where G-eorge of Clarence sweeps along^ 
Of force enough to bid bis brother battle ; 

With whom an upright zeal to right prevails. 

More than the nature of a brother’s love : 

Come, Clarence, come; thou wilt if Warwick call 
Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what this means? 

[Taking the red rose out of Ms cap 
Look here, I throw my infamy at thee ; 

I will not ruinate my father’s house, 

Who gave his blood to lime the stones together. 

And set up Lancaster. Why, trow’st thon, Warwick, 
That Clarence is so harsh, so blunt, unnatural, 

To bend the fatal instruments of war 

VOL. vt. 


T 
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Against his brother and his lawfol kingl 
Perhaps, thou wilt object my holy oath : 

To keep that oath were more impiety 

Thau Jephtha’s, when he sacrific’d his daughter. 

I am so sorry for my trespass made, 

That, to deserve well at my brother’s hands, 

I here proclaim myself thy mortal foe ; 

With resolution, wheresoe’er I meet thee, 

(As I will meet thee if thou stir abroad,) 

To plague thee for thy foul misleading me. 

And so, proud-hearted Warwick, I defy thee, 

And to my brother turn my blushing cheeks. 

Pardon m^ Edward, I will make amends ; 

And, Richard, do not frown upon my faults, 

For I will henceforth be no more unconstant. 

K. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times more 
belov’d, 

Than if thou never hadst deserv’d our hate. 

Glo, Welcome, good Clarence ; this is brother-like. 

O passing* traitor, perjur’d, and imjust! 

K* Edw, What, Warwick, wilt thou leave the town 
and fight ? 

Or shall we beat the stones about thine ears ? 

Pfar» Alas I I am not coop’d here for defence s 
I will away towards Barnet presently, 

And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou dar’st. 

K» Edw, Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and leads 
the way : 

Lords, to the fid.d ; Saint Gteorge, and victory. 

[March. Ex&tmt. 

SCENE II . — A Field of Batide near Bamet 

Alarums and Eoccursions. Enter Kino E»waed, 
bringing in Warwick, wounded. 

K. Edw. So, lie thou there ; die thou, and die onr 
fear; 

* surpassing. 
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For Warwick was a bug that fear’d us all. 

Now, Montague, sit fest ; I seek for thee, 

That Warwick’s bones may keep thine company. \Eodt 
War, Ahj who is nigh? come to me friend or foe, 
And tell me who is victor, York, or Warwick I 
Why ask I that? my mangled body shows, 

My blood, my want of strength, my sick heart shows, 
That I must yield my body to the earth, 

And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe. 

Thus yields the cedar to the axe’s edge, 

Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle ; 

Under whose shade the ramping lion slept ; 

■Wkose top-branch overpeer’d Jove's spreading tree, 

And kept low shrubs from winter’s powerful wind. 
These eyes, that now are dimm’d wilh death’s black veil. 
Have been as piercing as the mid-day sun 
To search the secret treasons of the world : 

The wrinkles in my brows, now fill’d with blood, 

Were liken’d oft to kingly sepulchres ; 

For who liv’d king but I could dig his grave ? 

And who durst smile when Warwick bent his brow ? 
liO, now my glory smear’d in dust and blood ! 

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had, 

Even now forsake me ; and of all my lands 
Is nothing left me but my body’s length I 
Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and dust ? 
And, live we how we can, yet die we must. 

Enter Oxford and Somerset. 

Som, Ah, Warwick, Warwick ! wert thou as we are, 
We might recover all our loss again. 

The queen from France hath brought a puissant ppw^r ; 
Even now we heard the news : Ah, couldst thou % I 
War, Why, then I would not fly. — ^Ah, MontAgue, 
If thou be there, sweet brother, take my hmd. 

And with thy lips keep in my soul awhile ! 

Thou lov’st me not ; fw, brother, if thou didst. 

Thy tears would wash Aia cold congealed blood 
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That glues my lips, and will not let me speak. 

Come, quickly, Montague, or I am dead. 

Som. Ah, Warwick, Montague hath breath’d his last j 
And to the latest gasp cried out for Warwick, 

And said, Commend me to my valiant brother. 

And more he would have said ; and more he spoke, 
Which sounded like a cannon in a vault, 

That might not be distinguish’d ; but, at last, 

I well might hear deliver’d with a groan, 

O, farewell, Warwick 1 

War. Sweet rest to his soul ! — 

Fly, lords, and save yourselves ; for Warwick bids 
You all farewell, to meet in heaven. [Dies. 

Oxf. Away, away, to meet the queen’s great power. 

\Bxeun% hearing Warwick’s hodg. 

SCENE III. — Another Part of the Field. 
Ftowrish. Enter King Edward, in triumph ; with 
Clarence, Gloster, and the rest. 

K. Edm. Thus far our fortune keeps an upward cours^ 
And we are grac’d with wreaths of victory. 

But, in the midst of this bright-shining day, * 

I spy a black, suspicious, threat’ning cloud, 

That will encounter with our glorious sun, 

Ere he attain his easeful western bed ; 

I mean, my lords, those powers that the queen 
Hath rais’d in Gallia have arriv’d our coast, 

And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 

Clar. A little gale will soon disperse that cloud, 

And blow it to the source from whaioe it came : 

Thy very beams will dry those vapours up ; 

For every cloud engenders not a storm. 

Glo. The queen is valued thirty thousand strong, 
And Somerset, with Oxford, fled to her; 

If she have time to breathe, be well assur’d 
Hear faction will be full as strong as ours. 

K. Edw. We are advertis’d by our loving firiends^ 
That they do hold their course towaxd Tewksihuryj 
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We having now the best at Bamet 

Will tbiliier stxaigti.t, for willingness rids way ; 

Anl “march, our strength wiU be augmerued 

In evexv county as we go along. 

cry, Courage! andaway.^^^ 

SCENE IV,— Plains near TLew)!^hnij. 

March. Enter Quben Maruarbt 

Somerset, Oxford, and Soldiers. 

Q. Mar. Great lords, wise men ne’er sit and wail 
their loss, , • r 

But cheerly seek how to redress their , 

What, though the mast be now blown overboard. 

The cable broke, the , 

And half our sailors swallow d in the floo^ 

Yet lives our pilot stOl : Is ’J. 

Should leave fiie helm, and, like a fearful lad. 

With tearful eyes add water to the sea. 

And ^vfmore'sixength to tha.t ’ 

Whiles, in his moan, the ship splite on the rock, 

Which industry and courage might have sav 
I^ what a shaLl ah, what a fault were tbs 1 
Say, Warwick was oui anchor; what of that! 

And Montague our top-mast; what of bm . 

Our slaughter’d friends the tackles ; wlmt of the.e? 
Why, is not Oxford here another anchor . 

And Somerset another goodly mast ? , . 

The friends of France our shrouds and tacklings ? 
And, though unskilful, why not Ned and 1 
For once allow’d the skilful pilot s charge . 

We will not from the helm, to sit and weep , 

But kip our course, though the rough wind 
Cm shelve, and rocta that wrack- 

As good to chide the waves as s^k them fen. 

And what is Edward , 

What Clarence, bat a quicksand of d^t . 

And Biohard, but a ragged fatal rock 1 
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All these the enemies to our poor baxk. 

Say, you can swim ; alas! ’t is but a while: ^ 

Tread on the sand ; why, there you quickly sink : 
Bestride the rock ; the tide will wash you off, 

Or else you famish, that ’s a threefold death. 

This speak I, lords, to let you understand. 

In case some one of you would fly from us, 

That there ’s no hop’d-for mercy with the brothers, 
More than with ruthless waves, with sands and rocks. 
Why, courage, then ! what cannot be avoided 
’T were childish weakness to lament or fear. 

JPrince, Methinks a woman of this valiant spirit 
Should, if a coward heard her speak these words, 

Infuse his breast with magnanimity. 

And make him, naked, foil a man at arms. 

I speak not this as doubting any here : 

For did I but suspect a fearful man, ^ 

He should have leave to go away betimes ; 

Lest, in our need, he might infect another. 

And make him of like spirit to himself. 

If any such be here, as God forhid ! 

Let him depart, before we need his help. 

Oxf, Women and children of so high a courage ! 
And warriors faint ! why, ’t were perpetual shame. 

O, brave young prince I thy famous grandfather 
Doth live a^in in thee ; Long mayst thou live, 

To bear his image, and renew his glories ! 

Som. And he that will not fight for such a hope 
Go home to bed, and, like the owl by day. 

If he arise, be mock’d and wonder’ d at 

Q. Mar» Thanks, gentle Somerset ; — sweet Oxford, 
thanks. 

Prince. And take his thanks that yet hath nothing 
else. 


Enter a Messenger. 

Mese. Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at hand, 
Ready to fight; therefore be resolute. 
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Oxf. I tbouglit no less : it is his policy 
To haste thus fast, to find us unprovided. 

Som. But he ’s deceiv’d, we are in readiness. 

Q. Mar, This cheers my heart, to see your forwardness. 
Oxf, Here pitch our battle ; hence we will not budge. 

March. Enter ^ at a distance, King EnwAnn, 
CnAnENOE, Glosteh, and Forces, 

K. Edw. Brave followers, yonder stands the thorny 
wood, 

Which, by the Heavens’ assistance, and your strength, 
Miist by the roots be hewn up yet ere night. 

I need not add more fuel to your fire. 

For well I wot ye blaze to bum them out : 

Give signal to the fight, and to it, lords. 

Q. Mar, Lords, knights, and gentlemen, what I 
should say 

My tears gainsay ; for every word I speak, 

Ye see, I drink the water of mine eyes. 

Therefore, no more but this : Henry, your sovereign, 

Is prisoner to the foe ; his state usurp’d, 

His realm a slaughteihouse^ his subjects slain, 

His statutes cancell’d, and his treasure spent ; 

And yonder is the wolf that makes this spoil. 

You fight in justice ; then, in God’s name, lords, 

Be valiant, and give signal to the fight. 

[Exeunt both armies, 

> SCENE V . — Another part of the same, 

JJartems: Excursions: and afterwards a retreat. 
Then erUer King Edwaud, CnASENCE, Gloster, 
and Forces; with Queen Margaret, Oxeord, 
and Somerset, prisoners, 

K, Edw. Now, here a period of tumultuous broils. 
Away with Oxford to Hammes’ castle straight ; 

For Somerset, off with his guilty head. 

Go, bear them hence; I will not hear them Sjpeak. 

Oxf, For my part, I ’ll not trouble fiiee with words. 
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Sonu Nor I, but stoop with patience to my fortune. 
n n/r OxFonn and Somerset, gtmrded. 

V* xlmr. So part we sadly in this troublous world. 

Ao meet with joy m sweet Jerusalem. 

K. Ed^ Is proclamation made, that who finds 
Edward 

Shall have a high reward, and he his life ? 

Gh. It is : and lo, where youthful Edward comes. 
Soldiers, with Prince Edward. 

E.mw, Bring forththegallant,letus hear him speak. 
What I cansoyoimga thorn begin to prick? 

Edward, what satisfection canst thou make 
For bearing arms, for stirring up my subjects. 

And all the trouble thou hast turn’d me to ? 

Prince. Speak like a subject, proud ambitious York 1 
Suppose that I am now my father’s mouth ; 

^i^ ihy chair, and, where I stand, kneel thou, 
WWst I propose the self-same words to thee, 

Which, traitor, thou wouldst have me answer to. 

Q. Ah, that thy father had been so resolv’d 1 
Glo. That you might still have worn the petticoati 
And ne er have stol n the breech from Lancaster. 

Prince. Let ^Esop fable in a winter’s night: 

His currish riddles sort not with this place. 

Heaven, brat, I ’ll pkgue you for that word, 
g. Mar. Ay, thou wast bom to be a plague to men. 
Glo. For God’s sake, take away this captive scold. 
Prince. Nay, take away this scolding crook-back 
rather. 

K. Edw. Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm your tongue. 
Clar . Untutor’d lad, thou art too malapert. 

Prime. I know my duty, you are all undutiful : 
Lascivious Edward, and thou perjur’d George^ 

And thou misshapen Dick, I tell ye all, 

I am your better, traitors as ye are ; 

And fiiou usurp’st my father’s right and mine. 

K. Edw. Take that^ the likeness of this railer here. 

*' him 
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Glo^ SprawVst tiiou ? take tkat, to end tky agony. 

[Glo. stabs him 

Clar. And there ’s for twitting me with perjury. 

[Clab. Mm, 

Q. Mar* O, kill me too ! 

Glo, Marry, and shall. [Offers to kill her* 

K, Edm* Hold, Richard, hold, for we have done too 
much. 

Glo* Why should she live to fill the world with words % 
K* Edw* What I doth she swoon ? use means for her 
recovery. 

Glo* Clarence, excuse me to the king my brother j 
1 11 hence to London on a serious matter: 

Ere ye come there, bfe sure to hear some news. 

Clar* What? what? 

Glo* The Tower! the Tower! [Exit. 

Q* Mar. O, Ned, sweet Ned! speak to thy mother, boy ! 
Canst thou not speak? — O traitors ! murtherers 1 — 
They that stabb’d Casar shed no blood at all. 

Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame 
If this foul deed were by, to equal it. 

He was a man : this, in respect, a child ; 

And men ne’er spend their fury on a child. 

What ’s worse than murtherer, that I may name it? 
No, no ; my heart will bursty an if I speak : 

And I will speak, that so my heart may burst 
Butchers and villains, bloody cannibals I 
How sweet a plant have you untimely cropp’d ! 

You have no children, butchers ! if you had, 

The thought of them would have stirr’d up remorse : 
But, if you ever chance to have a child, 

Look in his youth to have him so cut off. 

As, deathsmen! you have rid this sweet young prince! 
K. Ednjo, Away with her; go, bear her hence perforce. 
Q. Mar, Nay, never b«ix me hence^ despatch me here j 
Here sheathe thy sword, 1 11 pardon thee my death : 
What! wilt thou not? — ^then, Clarence^ do itlhou* 
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Ctor. By Heaven, I will not do thee so much ease. 
Q. Mar. Good Clarence, do ; sweet Clarence, do thou 
do it. 

CiUar. Didst thou not hear me swear I would not do it I 
Q. Mar. Ay, but thou usest to forswear thyself: 

’T was sin before, but now ’t is charity. 

What! wilt thou not? Where is that devil’s butcher, 
Richard, 

Hard-favour’d Richard? Richard, where art thou? 
Thou art not here : Murther is thy alms-deed ; 
Petitioners for blood thou ne’er putt'st back. 

JST. JSdw. A.way, I say ; I charge ye, bear her hence. 
Q. Mar. So come to you, and yours, as to this prince 1 
[Mxitf led ovt forcibkf. 
K. Bdw. Where ’s Richard gone? 

Clcur. To Xiondon, all in post ; and, as I guess. 

To make a bloody supper in the Tower. 

K. Edw. He ’s sudden, if a thing comes in Hs head. 
Now march we hence : discharge the common sort 
With pay and thanks, and let ’s away to London, 

And see our gentle queen how well she iares : 

By this, I hope, she hath a son for me. [Exewit. 

SCENE VI. — ^London. A Room in the Tower. 
King Henry is discovered sitting, with a hook in his 
hand; the Lieutenant attending. Enter Gloster, 
Gh. Good day, my lord I What, at your book so 
hard? 

K. Sen. Ay, my good lord : My lord, I should say, 
rather ; 

’T is sin to flatter, good was little better : 

Good Gloster and good devU. were alike, 

And both preposterous ; therefor^ not good lord. 

Glo. Sirrah, leave us to ourselves ; we must confer. 

\ExU Lieutenant. 
K. Sm. So flies the reckless shepherd from the wolf : 
So flrst me harmless sheep doth yield his fleece. 
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And next bis tliroat unto the 

What scene of death hath Eoscius now ^ ^ct . ^ 

Glo^ Suspicion always haunts the guil y > 

The thief doth fear each l^^sh ^.n 

K. Ben. The bird that hath been hmedmj- ^ % 

With trembling wings misdoubteth every 
And I, the hapless male to one sweet biro. 

Have now the fatal ht, and kill’d. 

Where my poor yormg was lim d, wm 

Glo. Why, what a peevish fool was that oi =, 

That taught his son the office of a fowl > j 

And yet, for all Hs wings, the ‘ 

S. Ben. I, Daedalus; my poor boy, Icarus, 

Thy father, Minos, that denied our course ; 

The sun, that sear’d the wings of my sweet boy. 

Thy brother Edward; and Ihyself, tte ^ 

Whose envious gulf did ! 

Ah kill me with thy weapon, not with words • 

My breast can better brook Ay dagger s point, 

Thm can my ears Aat traS^c 
But wherefore dost thou come? is t for my 1 
Glo. Think’st thou I am an ^ . 

K. Ben. A persecutor, I am sure, mou j 
If murthering. mnoceits be executing, 
then thou art an executioner. 

Gto. Thy son I km’d for thou didst 

K. Ben. Hadst Aou been kill d when nr 

presume^, „ . „ 

Thou hnd^ not liv’d to kiH a son of , 

iTthus I prophay,-ffiat 

Which now mistrust no pmral . 

And many an old man’s sigh, ^ 

And many an orphan’s 
Men for their soS’, wives for ffieix 

And orphans for ffieir parents tuneless death, 

• fliat “timeless death 

a We point this passage mthi^heffe jtu^ds' and 

is connected not only with bat wii 

sons’. 
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KING HENEY VI.— PART IIL 

Shall me the hour that ever thou wast bom. 

The owl shriek'd at thy birth, an evil sign ; 

night-crow cried, aboding luckless time *, 

J^gs howl’d, and hideous tempests shook down ti'ees • 
Ihe raven rook’d her on the chimney’s top, * 

And chattering pies in dismal discords simg. 

Thy mother felt more than a mother’s pain, 

And yet brought forth less than a mother’s hope • 

To wit, an indigest deformed lump, * 

Not like the tmit of such a goorlly tree. 

Teeth hadst thou in thy head when thou wast bom 
To signify thou cam’st to bite the world : * 

And, if the rest be true which I have heard 
Thou cam’st — ’ 

Glo. I ’U hear no more Die, prophet, in thy speech : 

w i.Y ♦ > 

For this, amongst the rest^ was I ordainU 

i-. 5* “^^ch more slaughter after this. 

U God 1 forgive my sins, and pardon thee I \Dies. 

Glo, What^ will the aspiring blood of Lancastw 
Sink m the ground f I thought it would have ihoanted. 
See how my sword weeps for the poor king’s death I 
O, may such purple tears be always shed 
From those tliat wish the downfal of our house! 

If any spark of life be yet remaining, * . 

Down, down to hell; and say I sent thee thither,— 

T - V . , him again, 

X, that have neither pity, love, nor fear. 

Indeed, ’t is true that Henry told me of; 

For I have often heard my mother say 
I came into the world with my legs forward : 

Had I not reason, think ye, to make haste, 

And S€«k their ruin that usurp’d our right? 

The midwife wonder’d : and the women cried, 

O, Jesus bless us, he is bom with teeth i ” 

And so I was ; which plainly signified 

That I should snarl, and bite, and play the dog. 

Then, since the Heavens have shap’d my body sp, 



KINSHEOTWI-PAUTIH. 

Let bell '*■ 

And not m me ; I ^ ™^^p’st me from ibe light ; 

Claxmce, hewme i * ^ tbee : 

im I ^1 of to He; 

That Edward sTaall b ^ 

And tton, to P”S« eon axe gone : 

cSfenc^y^j 

?&lX^^i^niyl7rdoom. 

And trimnpb, Henry, m my u j 

_ ,,4 Rocym> palace* 

QrT7NE VII .— ^ 

Gnosinn, H^TWO^ ^Jand’s royal 
JC, Edw. Once more we » 

w£it vabant ^pe of all their wide'. 

Have tfo “"f s^®^’et?ibreefold renown d 
Three dukes of Som ? rbamnions : 

Tor hardy and son; 

Two Cliffords, as the lam ^ ^^aver men 

And two North^berto^ • trumpet’s sound : 

Ne’er Wave bears, Warwick and Montague, 

With them, the^obra^ to^J^ 

That in when they roar’d. 

And made the forest . ^ seat, 

^us have we swept suspimon irom 

Ld made hoy : 
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Hkre in oiir amonrs watch'd the winter's night ; 

Went all afoat in suxiimer's scalding heat^ 

11 iatdi(Ki mightst repossess the crown in peace; 

And (xf oar labours thou shalt reap the gain* 

Gfo. I "'ll blast his harvest, if your head were laid ; 
For yet I am not look’d on in the world. 

This dioulder was ordain’d so thick to heave 5 

And heave it shall some weight, or break tny back : ^ 

Work thou the way, and thou shalt execute- [Aside. 

K. Edw. Clarence, and Gloster, love my lovely queenj 
And kiss your princely nephew, brothers ?:>oth. 

Cior. The duty that I owe unto your majesty 
I seal upon the lips of this sweet babe. 

K, Edw. Thanks, noble Clarence ; worthy brother, 
thanks. 

Gh. And, that I love the tree from whence thou 
sprang’st. 

Witness die loving kiss I give the firuit : 

To say the trutii^ so Judas kiss’d his master ; 

And coed — ^AH hail I when as he meant — aS harm- 

[Aside, 

K. Edu>. Now am I seated as my soul deKghts, 
Having my country’s peac^ and brothers’ loves. 

Clar. What will your grace have done with Margaret? 
Heigniex, her father, to the king of France 
Hadi pawn’d the Sicils and Jerusalem, 

And lather have they sent it for her ransom. 

K.EdWm Away with her, and waft her hence to France. 
And now what rests, but that we spend the time 
With stately triumphs^ mirthful comic shows. 

Such as befit the pleasure of the court ? 

Sound, drums and trumpets ! — farewell, sour annoy ! 
For here, I hope, begins our lasting joy. [Exeunt, 


i&nlr of ^ms UI. — I9£X, 









Thxs History was ori^ally published in 1597. It 
was reprinted four times in quarto previous to its ap- 
pearance in the folio of 1623. 

To understand the character of the ‘ Richard III.’ of 
Shaksper^ we must have traced its development by the 
author of the previous plays. Those who study the 
subject carefully will find how entire the unity is pre- 
served between the last of these four dramas, which 
everybody admits to be the work of the greatest name 
in all literature,” in an unbroken link with the previous 
drama, which some have been in the habit of assigning 
to some obscure and very inferior writer. We are taught 
to open the ^ Life and Death of King Richard III.,’ and 
to look upon the extraordinary being who utters the 
opening lines as some new creation, set before us in the 
perfect completeness of self-formed villainy. We have 
not learnt to trace the growth of the mind of this bold 
bad man; to see bow his bravery became gradually 
darkened with ferocity ; how his prodigious talents in- 
seasibly allied themselves with cunning and hypocrisy; 
how, in struggling for his hous^ he ultimately proposed 
to struggle for hu^df; how, in feci^ the bad amblth)]| 

VOL. VI. ^ 
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} wotald be natuially kindled in Hs mind, to seize upon 
tbe power which was sliding from the hands of the to- 
Inptuous Edward, and the ‘^simple, plain Clarence.” 

The poet of the ‘ Eichard III,’ goes straightforward to 
^ his object ; for he has made all the preparation in the 
previous dramas. No gradual development is wanting 
of the character which is now to sway the action. The 
struggle of the houses up to this point has been one only 
of violence; and it was therefore anarchical. ^^The 
big-boned” Warwick, and the fiery Clifford, alternately 
presided over the confusion. The power which changed 
the 

'* Dreadful maiches to deliglitful measures” 
seemed little more than accident. But Richard pro- 
\yosed to himself to subject events to his domination, not 
by courage alone; or activity, or even by the legitimate 
exercise of a commanding intellect, but by the clearest 
^ coolest perception of the strength which be must 
inevitably possess who unites the deepest sagacity tb 
most thorough unscrupulousness in its exercise, tfTid ^ 
an e<jual master of the weapons of force and of crklb 
The character of Richard is essentially dififerent from 
any other character which Shakspere has drawn. His 
bloody violence is not that of Macbeth ; nor his subtle 
treachery that of lago. It is difficult to say whether 
be derives a greater satisfaction from the success of his 
crimes, or from the consciousness of power which at- 
tends the working of them. This is a feature which he 
holds in common with lago. But then he does not 
labour with a ^‘motiveless malignity,” as lago does. 
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He has no vague suspicions, no petty jealousies, no re- 
membrance of slight affronts, to stimulate him to a 
disproportioned and unnatural vengeance. He does 
not hate his victims ; but they stand in his way, and 
as he does not love them, they perish. Villains of the 
blackest die disguise their crimes even from themselves, 
Richard shrinks not from their avowal to others, for a 
purpose. 

It is the result of the peculiar organization of Richard's 
mind, formed as it had been by circumstances as well 
as by nature, that he invariably puts himself in the 
attitude of one who is playing a part. It is this cir* 
cumstance which makes the character (clumsy even as 
it has been made by the joinery of Cibber) such a fe- 
vourite on the stage. It cannot be over-acted. 

It is only in the actual presence of a powerful enemy 
that Richard displays any portion of his natural cha- 
racter. His bravery required no dissimulation lo up- 
hold it. In his last battle-field he puts forth all the 
resources of his intellect in a worthy direction : but the 
retribution is fast approaching. It was n6t enough for 
offended justice that he should die as a hero : the terri- 
ble tortuihs of conscience were to precede the cata- 
strophe. The drama has exhibited all it could exhibit 
—the palpable images of terror haunting a mind already 
anticipating the end. ‘^Ratcliff, I fear, I fear,” is the 
first revelation of the true inward man to a fellow- 
being. But the terror is but momentary : — 

" Let not onr babbling dreams affright onr souls.** 

To the last the poet exhibits the supremacy of Richard's 



322 


INTRODTJCTOUY REMARKS. 


intellect, his ready talent, and his jmwearied ener^iy. 
The tame address of Richmond to his soldiers, and the 
spirited exhortation of Richard, could not have been 
the result of accident. 
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King Edward IV. 

Appears, Act II. so. 1. 

Sdward PamcB op Wat.es, aft^ards King 
Edward V., son to the King. 
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Richard, DvJce of Toi% son to the King. 
Appears, 11.. sc. A, Act III. sc. 1. 

teorge, Bvhe of Clarence^ brother to the King. 
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Duke of Norfolk. 
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Marqv^s Dorset, son to King Edward’s Queen. 
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Lord Grey, son to King Edward’s Queen. 
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Lord Hastings. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1 ; sc. 3. Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. Act III. 
sc. 1 ; sc. 2 ; sc. 4. 

liORD Stanley. 

4ppears, Act I. sc. 3. Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. Act III. sc. 2 ; se, 4. 
Act IV. sc. l; sc 2: sc. 4; bc.5. .Act V. sc. 3; sc. 4. 
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Sir Richard Ratcliff. 
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Euizabstb, Queen qfKiag Edward IV. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 3. Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. 2 ; sc. 4. Act lY. 

“ sc. 1 j sc. 4. 

Margaret, widow of King Henry VI. 
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SCENE, — Englandw 
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ACT 1. 

SCENE I.— London. A Street 
Enter Glosteb. 

Gh. Now is the winter of our diswntent ^ 

Made glorious summer by Ibis sun of York ; 

And all the clouds that lowVd upon our bouse 
In die deep bosom of the ocean bmied. 

Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths} 
Our bruised arms hung up*" for monuments j 
Our stem alarums chang’d to merry meetings , 

Our dreadful marches to delightful - 

Grim-visag’d war hath smooth d his fronU 

And now, instead of mounting barbed, steeds, 

To fright the souls of fearful adversaries. 

He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber, 

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. ^ 

But I, that am not shap’d for sportive tncks, 

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass 
L that am mdely stamp’d, and want love s majesty 
To strut before a wanton ambling nympn; 

L that am curtail’d of this fair propo^on, 

Cheated of feature by dissembling nature, 

* An allrumm to the 

adopted after the battle of MotuWs Ctms . 

Dazzle inme eyes, or do I sec three 

6 Bmied. Bwhed (ind buded apBea to tew 

differently applied to a caparistmedhorsfo 
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Defonn’d, nnfinish’d, sent bdbre my time 
Inta tbra breathing world, scaurce half made up, 

And daat so lamely and im&shionable 

dogs bark at me as I halt by them ; — 

Why I, in this weak piping time of peaces 
Have no delight to pass away the time, 

Unless to see my sh^ow in die sun. 

And descant on mine own deformity. 

And therefore, since I cannot prove a lover 
To entertain these fair well-spoken days, 

I am determined to prove a villain. 

And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 

Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous, 

By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams, 

To set my brother Clarence and the king 
In deadly hate the one against the other : 

And, if king Edward be as true and just 

As I am subtle, false, and treacherous 

This day should Clarence clesely be mew’d tip, 

About a prophecy, which says that G 
Of Edward’s heirs the murtherer shall be, 

Hiv^ thoughts, down to my soul I here Claroice comes. 

Enter Coakenoe, guarded^ and Brakenbury. 

Brother, good day ; What means this armed guard 
That waits upon your grace? 

Clar, His majesty, 

Tendering my person’s safety, hath appinted 
This conduct to ccmvey me to the Tower. 

Gh. Upn what cause? 

Clar. Because my name is George, 

Glo, Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours ; 

He should, for that, commit your godfathers : — 

O, belike, his majesty bath some intent 
That you should be new christen’d in the Tower. 

But what ’s the matta*, Clarence ? may I know I 
Clar. Yea, Richard, when I know ; for I proteadt 
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As yet I do not : But, as I can leam, 

He hearkens after prophecies and dreams; 

And from the cross-row plucks the letter G, 

And says, a wizard told him, that by G 
His issue disinherited should be ; 

And, for my name of George begins with G, 

It follows in his thought that I am he ; 

These, as I learn, and such-like toys as* these. 

Have mov’d his highness to commit me now. 

Glo, Why, this it is when men are rul’d by women * 
’X is not the king that sends you to the Tower ; 

My lady Grey his wife, Clarence, ’t is she 
That tempers him to this extremity. 

Was it not she and that good man of worship, 

Antony Woodville, her brother there. 

That made him send lord Hastings to the Tower, 

From whence this present day he is deliver’d % 

We are not safe, Clarence, we are not safe. 

Clar. By Heaven, I diink there is no man secure 
But the queen’s kindred, and night-walking heralds 
That trudge betwixt the king and misfress Shore. 

Heard you not what an humble suppliant 
Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery ? 

Glo, Humbly complaining to her deity 
Gk>t my lord chamberlain his liberty, 

I ’ll tell you what, — think it is our way, 

If we will keep in favour with the king. 

To be her men and wear her livery : 

The jealous o’er-wom widow, and herself, 

Since that our brother dubb’d them gentlewomen, 

Are mighty gossips in our monarchy. 

Brak. I breech your graces both to pardon me ; 

His majesty hath straitly given in charge 
That no man shall have private conference, 

Of what d^ee soever, with his brother. 

Gh, Even so ; an please your worship^ Biakeid>uxy:p 
You may partake of anything We say : 
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We speak no treason, man : — \re say, tLe king 
Is wise and virtuous ; and his noble queai 
Well struck in years, fair, and not jealous : — 

We say, that Shore’s wife hath a pretty foot, 

A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue ; 
And the queen’s kindred are made gentlefolks : 

How say you, sir? can you deny all this? 

BraJc, With this, my lord, myself have nought to doi, 
Glo. Naught to do with mistress Shore? I tell thee;, 
fellow. 

He that doth naught with her, excepting one^ 

Were best to do it secretly, alone. 

BraJc. What one, my lord ? 

Glo, Her husband, knave : — Wouldst thou betray me? 
Brak, I do beseech your grace to pardon me ; and, 
withal. 

Forbear yout conference with the noble duke. 

Clar, We know thy chaise, Brakenbury, and will obey, 
Glo. We are the queen’s abjects, must obey. 
Brother, ikrewell : I will unto die king ; 

And whatsoe'er you will employ me in, — 

Were it to call king Edward’s widow sister,— 

I will perfoim it, to enfranchise you. 

Meantime, this deep disgrace in brotherhood 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 

Clar, I know it jileaseth neither of us well. 

Glo. Well, your imprisonment shall not be long ; 

I will deliver you, or else lie for you : * 

Meantime, have patience. 

Clar. I must perforce ; farewell. 

[Exeunt Ci.aiience, Brakenburv, and Guard. 
Glo. Go, tread the path that thou shall ne’er retui% 
Simple, j)lain Clarence ! I do love thee so, 

That I will shortly send thy soul to heaven, 

If Heaven will take die present at our hands.^ 

But who comes here? the new-deliver’d Hastings. 

* Lie for you — be imprisoned in your stead. 
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Enter Hastings. 

Hast Good time of day tmto my gracious lord ! 
Gh, As much unto my good lord chamberlain! 
Well are you welcome to this open air. 

How hath your lordship brooVd imprisonment? 

Hast With patience, noble lord, as prisoners must s 
But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks 
That were the cause of my imprisonment. 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, and so shall Clarence too; 
For they that were your enemies are his. 

And have prevaiVd as much on him as you. 

* Hast. More pity that the eagle should be mew'd. 
While kites and buzzards prey at liberty. 

Glo. What news abroad? 

Hast No news so bad abroad as this at home; 

The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy, 

And his physicians fear him mightily. 

Gh. Now, by St. Paul, this news is bad indeed, 

O, he hath kept an evil diet long. 

And over-much consum’d his royal person ; 

’T is very grievous to be thought upon. 

Where is he ? in his bed ? 

Hast He is. 

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you. 

\_ExU Hastings. 

He cannot live, I hope ; and must not die 

Till George be pack'd with posthorse up to heaven. 

1 11 in to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 

With lies well steel’d with weighty arguments : 

And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to live ; 

Which done, 6^od take king Edward to his mer<^. 
And leave the world for me to bustle in! 

Fot then I ’ll marry Warwick’s youngest daughter. 
What though I kill'd her husband and her :&^er. 

The readiest way to make the wench amends 
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Is, to become liidband aad her :&ther . 

The which will I : not all so much for love 

As for ano<her secret close 

By maanrying her, which I must reach unto. 

But yet I run before my horse to market : 

Clarence still breathes ; Edward still lives and rdgui 5 
When they are gone then must I count my gains. {Exit 

SCENE II . — The same. Amother Street. 

Enter the corpse of King Henry the Sixth, home 
in an open coffi'^h Gentlemen hearing kaXberds, to 
guard it; and Lady Anne mourner. 

Anne. Set down, set down your honourable load,'— 
If honour may be shrouded in a hearse,— 

Whilst I a while obsequiously * lament 
The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster. 

Poor key-cold figure of a holy king! 

Pale aste of the house of Lancaster ! 

Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood I 
Ee it lawful llmt I invocate thy ghost^ 

To hear the lamentatioas of poor Anne^ 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughter’d son, 

Stabb’d by the self-same hand that made these wounds 1 
Lo, in these windows that let forth thy life, 

I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes ; 

O, cursed be tlie hand that made these holes ! 

Cursed the heart that had the heart to do it! 

Cursed the blood that let this blood from hence! 

More direful hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 

Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venom’d thing that lives ! 

If ever he have child, abortive be it. 

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 

Whose ugly and unnatural aspect 

■■ Ohsequimsl ^' — performing obsequies. 
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May frigM jbopefttl motlicr at tibe view j 
And that be heir to his unhappiness ! 

If ever he have wife^ let her be made 

More miserable by the death of him, ^ 

Than I am made by my young lord, and thee ! 

CJome now, toward Chertsey with your holy load, 
Taken from Paul’s to be interred there ; 

And, still as you are weary of the weight, 

Rest you, whiles I lament king Henry’s corse. 

[ Tki: hearers take up the corpse, and advance, 

Enter Gloster. 

Gh, Stay, you taat bear the corse, and set it down. 
Anne. What black magician conjures up this fiend* 
To stop devoted charitable deeds ? 

Glo. Villains, set down the corse; or, by Saint Paul, 
I ’ll make a corse of him that disobeys I 
1 Gent. My lord, stand back, and let the coffin pass. 
Glo. Unmanner’d dog I stand thou when I command : 
Advance thy halberd higher than my breasl^ 

Or, by Saint Paul, I ’ll st^e thee to my foot. 

And spurn upon thee, beg^r, for thy boldness. 

[TJ^ bearers set down the coffin. 
Anne. What, do you tremble ? are you all afraid t 
Alas, I blame you not ; for you are mortal, 

Amd mortal eyes cannot endure the deviL 
Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell I 
Thou hadst but power over his mortal body. 

His soul thou canst not have ; therefore be gone. 

Glo. Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst. 

Anne. Foul derfl, for God’s sak^ hence, and trouble 
■iw not; 

For thou hast made ffie happy earth thy hell, 

Fill’d it with cursing cries, and deep exclaims. 

If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 

Behold this pattern of thy butchenes. 

O, gentlemen, se^ see I dead Henry’s wounds 
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Open their congeal’d mouths and bleed afresh ! 

Bluii, blush, thou lump of foul deformity ; 

For ’t is thy presence that exhales this blood 
From cmd and empty veins, where no blood dwells; 
Thy deH, inhuman and unnatural, 

Provokes this deluge most unnatural. 

O <3k)d, which this blood mad’st, revenge his death ! 
t) earth, which this blood drink’s^ revenge his death I 
Either, Heaven, with lightning strike themurthererdead 
Or, earth, gape open wide and eat him quick, 

As thou dost swallow up this good king’s blood, 
Which his hell-govem’d arm hath butchered I 
Gh. lady, you know no rules of charity, 

Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses. 

Anne, Villain, thou know’st no law of God nor man 
Ho beast so fierce but knows some touch of pity. 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beast 
Anne, O wonderful, when devils tell the truth I 
Glo, More wonderful, when angels are so angry I 
Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman. 

Of these supposed crim^ to give me leav^ 

By circumstance, but to ao^it myself. 

Anne. Vouch^fe, diffus’d infection of a man. 

For these known evils but to give me leav^ 

By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self. 

Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee!, let me hav< 
Some patient leisure to excuse myself. 

Anne. Fouler than heart can think thees, thou earn 
make 

No excuse current, but to hang thyself. 

Glo. By such despair I should accuse m3r5elf, 

Anne. And by d^pairing shalt thou stand excus’d. 
For doing worthy vengeance on thyself. 

That did^ imworthy slaughter upon others. 

Glo. Say, that I slew them not 
Anne. Then say, they were not slain. 

But dead they are, and, devilish slave;, by the® 
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Your beauty, that did haunt me in my sleep, 

To undertake the death of all the world, 

So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom. 

Anne, li I thought that, I tell thee, homicide, 
These nails should rend that beauty from my cheeks. 
Glo, These eyes could not endure that beauty 
wrack ; 

You should not blemish it if I stood by ; 

As all the world is cheered by the sun, 

So I by that ; it is my day, my life. 

Anne. Black night o’ershade thy day, and death th 
life! 


Glo. Curse not thyself, fair creature ; thou art both. 
Anne. I would I were, to be reveng’d on thee. 

Glo. It is a quarrel most unnatural, 

To be reveng’d on him that loveth thee. 

Anne. It is a quarrel just and reasonable. 

To be reveng’d on him that kill’d my husband. 

bereft thee, lady, of thy husband, 

Uid it to help thee to a better husband. 

Anne. better doth not breathe upon the earth. 
Glo. He lives that loves tliee better than he could. 
Anne. Name him. 


Plantagenet. 

. The self-same name, but one of better nature. 
Anne. Where is he ? 


Glo, Here : spits at Aim.] Why dost thou spi 

at me ? ^ 


^nne. Would it were mortal poison, for thy sake I 
Glo. Never came poison from so sweet a place. 
An9w. Never hung poison on a fouler toad. 

infect mine eyes. 

4 s'^eet lady, have infected mine. 

An7ie. Would they were basilisks, to strike thee 
dead i 


Glo. I would they were, that I might die at once j 
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For now they kill me with a living death. 

Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt tears ; 
Sham'd their aspects with store of childish drops : 
These eyes, which never shed remorseful tear, 

No, when my father York and Edward wept 
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made, 

When black-fac’d Clifford shook his sword at him : 
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, 

Told the sad story of my father's deatli, 

And twenty times made pause, to sob and weep, 

That all the standers>-by had wet fhcir cheeks, 

Like trees bedash’d with rain : in that sad time 
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear ; 

And what these sonows could not thence exliale, 

Thy beauty hatii, and made them blind with weeping. 
I never sued to friend, nur enemy ; 

My tongue could never learn sweet smoothing word ; 
But now thy beauty is propos’d my fee, 

My proud lieart sues, and prompts n^y tongue to speak, 
[iSVis loohs scomfuUy at him* 
Teach not thy lip such acorn j for it was made 
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt. 

If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 

ho ! here I lend tliee this sharp-pointed sword 5 

Which if thou pleas© to hide fn this true breaaf, 

And let the soul forth tiiat adoi'eth thee^ 

I lay it naked to the deadly stroke, 

And humbly beg tlxe death upon my knee. 

[He la^s his Ireast open ; she offers <¥< 
it loith his sword* 

Nay, do not pause j for I did kill king Henry 
But 't was thy beauty that provoked me. 

Nay, now despatch ; 't was I that stabb'd yoiiingr Bd* 
ward ; — [h'Ae aga^^ offers dreasi 

But 't was thy heavenly face that set me owu 

r^Ae leis/aM the smrd^ 
Take up tlie sword again, or up me. 
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A^. Ansfe, dissembler : fbough I wish thy death, 
r *11 ^ot be iby execiationei^ ^ 

^ '%o Hhea bid me M myself, and I will do it 

I have already _ 

^7^ * A hat was in thy rage : 

affain, and even with the word, 

wHch for thy love did kill tby love^ 

Shall for thy love kill a far truer love 5 
•V/i hnfh their deaths shalt thou be accessary. 

I would I knew thy heart. 

Glo ’X is tongue. 

AnM- I fear me, both are false. 

Glo Xben never man was true. j 

Well, well, put up your sword, 

Glo Say, then, my peace is made. 

That shalt thou know hereafter. 

Glo B^ut shall I live in hope t 

Anne. All men, I hope, Hve so. 

Glo. Vouchsafe to wear this ring. 

Amne. Xd take is not to give, [Sheptits on ^ rin^. 

Glo. Xrf>ok, how my ring encompasseth thy fbager, 
Kven so thy breast enclosefh my poor heart ; 

Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. 

And if thy poor devoted servant may 
3But beg one favour at thy gracious hand. 

Thou < 5 >st confirm his happiness for ever. 

Whatisit? 

Glo. That it may please you leave these sad designs 
To him that hath most cause to be a mourner, 

And presently repair to Crosby-house : 

Where, after I have solemnly interr’d. 

At Cbertsey monastery, this noble king. 

And wet his grave wi^ my repentant tears, 

I will with all expedient® duty see you 1 
Tot divers unknown reasons, I beseech you 
f€ha*it J3ae this boon. 

* Expedient — expeditious. 
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Anne, With all my heart; and much it joys me too 
To see you are become so penitent. 

Tressel, and Berkley, go along with me. 

Glo, Bid me farewell. 

Anne, ’Tis more than you* deserve z 

But, since you teach me how to flatter you, 

Imagine I have said farewell already. 

[Exeunt Lajoy Anne, Tressel, and Berkley, 
Glo. Take up the corse, sirs. 

Gent. Towards Chertsey, noble lord I 

Glo, No, to White-Friars; there attend my coming. 

[Exeunt the rest, with the corse. 
Was ever woman in this humour woo’d ^ 

Was ever woman in ^ia humour won ? 

I ’ll have her, but I will not keep her long. 

What ! I, that kill’d her husband and his fatlier, 

To take her in her heart’s extremest hate ; 

With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 

The bleeding witness of her hatred by ; 

Having God, her conscience, and these bars against me, 
And I no friends to back my suit withal, 

But the plain devil, and dissembling looks, 

And yet to win her,— all the world to nothing ! 

Hal 

Hath she forgot already that brave prince, 

Hdward, her lord, whom I, some three months since, 
Stabb’d in my angry mood at Tewksbury ? 

A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman, 

Fram’d in the prodigality of nature, 

Young, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right royal, 

The spacious world cannot again afford : 

And will she yet abase her eyes on me, 

That cropp’d the golden prime of this sweet pnna% , 
And made her widow to a woeful bed % 

On me, whose all not equals Edward’s moiely 1 
On me, that halt, and am misslmpeii thus f 
My dukedom to a beggarly dwer. 
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1 4o pas(» aU tlaiar, wkil§ ; 

Upon my although I ©aano^ 

Mywelf to ^ mairveUous .proper ipaig. 

1 4lli© at: <iharges for a looking-glass • 

Am#f .fyteit aia, a score or two of tailors 
"lb ataiy fesbions to adorn my body : 

^oe I am crept in favour with myself, 

1 will xEiai^titain it with some little cost. 

3Bkit, Brst^ ^ ’ll yon’ fellow in*^ his grave; 
i^bid jretum lamenting to my love. 

Shine oat, feir srui, till I have bought a glass, 

1n»ai I ma-y see my shadow as I pass. 

SCKITES III - — The same. A Soom in the Pahee. 

ItiazxBBTB, Is^bd Bsykbs, 
liORD GjREV. 

m!L pationce, madam ; (hm ’» too tojit his 

xxD^esty 

Will rn&m. wecorer his aecostom’d health. 

Grey. Xxt that yon brook it ill it makes him worse : 
^Iherehr^ ’fox Ghod’s sake, entwtain good comfort 
And cheer liis grace with quick and merry words. ^ 
If he were dead, what would betide on me I 
No other harm but loss of Such a lord. 

U. JBlttE?- I^e loss of such a lord includes all harms 
4^. THe Heavens have Wess’d you with a goodly 
soxr^ 

To he yciwotar comfort®? wh®i he is gtne. 

Q. JSfifc. Ah, he is young ; his minority 
Is |wt nent^o the trust of Richard Gloster, 

A man tiaaC loves not me, nor none of you. 

I» it concluded he shall be protector ? 

Q. Xt is dd:ennin’d, not concluded yet ; 

so it i3cs.n^ be if the king miscarry 

* f»— into. 
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fully* 
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Who are they that complain unto the king, 

That I* forsooth, am stem and love them notf 
By holy love his grace but lightly 

That fill dissentious rumouts, 

X cannot flatter, and look fair, 
awHe iot men’s faces, smooth, deceive, and cog, 
Budt waif'll French nods and apish courtesy, 

I Mwt Tt>& held a rancorous enemy. 

CkojKit a- plaiJ^ l^vo> o^d think no harm, 

Rit diets tds simple truth must be abus’d 
By sOkert, sly, insinuating Jacks ? 

*3*0 whom in all this presence speaks y 
grace? 

Gk^ To thee, that hast nor honesty nor grace. 
When Im-ve I injur’d thee? when done thee wrong «- 

0r thee ^ or tliee ?— or any of your faction f 

A p lago^ npcm you all 1 His royal grace, — 

Whom Grod. jireserve better than you would wish ! 

C!bA«mdi. l 9 »o qniet scarce a breathi^«whil^ 

]^t yow naust trouble him with lewd complaints. 

QL Broflier of Gloster, you mistake the matt 

The king^:, of his own royal disposition. 

And not ]provok’d by any suitor else ; 

Aiming, l:>elike, at your interior hatred, 

That id 3 ro-tir outward action shows itself 
Against my children, brothers, and myself, 
lii^kes liixn to send ; that thereby he may gather 
The groctjctci of your ill-will, and so remove it. 

GI&. 3 oaimct tell The world is grown so bad 
That wreaxs make prey where eagles dare not perch : 
Since eveary Jack became a gentleman, 

There ’s rsaamy a gentle person made a Jack. 

Q. H/sjas- Come, com^ we know your meaning, h 
•tlier Gloster; 

X<m aayy xrty advancement, and my friends’ * 

God graxat: we never may have need of you I ’ 

Gh. Mleantime, God grants that we have need of yo 
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Our brother is imprison’d by your means,’ 

Myself disgrac’d, and the nobility 
Held in contempt; while great promotions 
Are daily given, to ennoble those 
That scarce, some two days since, were worth a noble. 
Q. EUz. By Him that rais’d me to this careh^ 
height 

From that contented hap which I enjoy’d, 

I never did incense his majesty 

Against the duke of Clarence, but have been 

An earnest advocate to plead for him. 

My lord, you do me shaineful injury 
Falsely to draw me in these vile suspects. 

Gh. You may deny that you were not the mean 
Of my lord Hastings’ late imprisonment. 

Riv. She may, my lord ; for 

Gh, She may, lord Rivers? — ^why, who knows not 
so? 

She may do more, sir, than denying that : 

She may help you to many fair preferments ; 

And then deny her aiding hand therein, 

^^d lay those honours on your high desert. 

*What may she not? She mafy, — ay, marry, may 
she, — 

Riv. What, marry, may she ? 

Gh. What, many, may she ? marry with a king-, 

A bachelor, and a handsome stripling too : 

I wis your grandam had a worser match. 

Q. EUz. My lord of Gloster, I have too long borne 
Your blunt upbraidings and your bitter scods : 

By Heaven, 1 will acquaint his majesty 
Of those gross taunts that oft I have ^dux’d. 

I had rather be a coun^ servant-maid 

Than a great queen, wi^ this conditioi^, “ ■ 

To be so baited, ’scorn’d, and stormed ^ i , ‘ ‘ ' 

Small joy have I in being Fkglandfs 
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Bnt&r QtrfeliJ Mah^iahet, 6 eA«W. 

Q. j^r. And lessen’d be tbet smaJl, God, I beseech 
bim i 

TWhortomr, states and seat, is due to me. 

Glo. What? threat me with telling of (he kine« 
Tell hina, = 1°°*. what 1 have said 

I will ftvoxach in presence of the king : 

I dare a-d venture to be sent to the Tower. 

’T is tinae to speak, my pains are quite forgot. 

Q. Out, devil I I do remember them too well • 

Thou kill’dst my husband Henry in the Tower 
And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksbury. 

Glo. JEre you were queen, ay, or your husband kinff 
I was a packhorse in his great affairs ; 

A weeder-ont of his proud adversaries, 

A liberal rewarder of his friends 5 
To royaJjize Ms blood I spilt mine own. 

Q. Ay, and much better blood than his at 

tihrine^ ^ ^ * 

Glo. In all which tlm^ you, and your httshand 
Orey, 

Were facetious for the house of Lancaster ; 

And, Rivers, so were you : — ^Was not your husband 
In Marg'aret’s battle at Saint Alban’s slain % 

Let me pnt in your minds, if you forget, 

What yoir Lave been, ere this, and what you are • 
Withal, wLat I have been, and what I am. * 

Q. A murtherotn villain, and so still thou art 

Glo. I*oor Clarence did forsake his father Warwick * 

Ay, and forswore himself— which Jesu pardon I- ’ 

Q. Which Grod revenge I 

Glo. To fight on Edward’s party, for the crown ; 

And, for Lis meed, poor lord, he is mew’d up : 

I would to Ood my heart were flint like Edward’s, 

Or Edward’s soft and pitiful like mine 5 
I am too csLildish-foolish for this world. 
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Glo. The curse my noble father laid on tibee^ 

Wlien thou didst crown his warlike brows with paper, 
And with thy scorns- drew’st rivers jfrom his eyes, 

And then, to dry them, gav’stthe duke a clout, 

Steep’d in the faultless blood of pretty Rutland ; — 

His curses, then from bitterness of soul 
Denounc’d against thee, are all fallen upon thee ; 

And God, not we, hath plagued thy bloody deed. 

Q. EUZ', So just is God, to right the innocent. 

Hast. 0, ’t was the foulest deed, to slay that babe, 
And the most merciless, that e’er was heard of. 

jKw, Tyrants themselves wept when it was reported, 
Dor. No man but prophesied revenge for it. 

Bmh. Northumberland, then present, wept to see it. 
Q. Jfar. What ! were you snarling all, before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat. 

And turn you all your hatred now on me ? 

Did York’s dread curse prevail so much with Heaven 
That Henry’s death, my lovely Edward’s death, 

Their kingdom’s loss, my woeful banishmaat. 

Should all but answer for that peevish brat ? 

Can curses pierce the clouds, and enter heaven ?— • 
Why, then give way, dull clouds, to my quick curses I 
Though not by war, by surfeit die your king, 

As ours by murther, to make him a king ! 

Edward, thy son, that now is prince of Wales, 

For Edward, our son, that was prince of W’ales, 

Die in his youth by like untimely violence ! 

Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen. 

Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self I 
Long mayst thou live, to wail thy children’s death, 
And see another, as I see thee now. 

Deck’d in thy rights, as thou art stall’d in mine ! 
liong die thy happy days before thy death ; 

And, after many lengthen’d hours of griel^ 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England’s queen : 

Rivers, and Dorset, you were standers by, — 

And so wast thou, lord Hastings, — ^when my son 
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Was stabb’d with bloody daggers : God, I pray him, 
That none of you may live your natural age. 

But by some unlooVd accident cut off! 

Gh, Have done thy charm, thou hateful wither’d ha^. 
a. Mar, And leave out thee? stay, dog, for thou shalt 
hear me. 

If Heaven have any grievous plague in stor^ 

Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee, 

O, let them keep it, till thy sins be ripe, 

And then hurl down their indignation 
On thee, the troubler of the poor world's peace! 

The worm of conscience still be-gnaw thy soul I 
Thy ffiends sxispect for traitors while thou liv’st. 

And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends 
No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine, 

Unless it be while some tormenting dream 
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils I 
Thou elvish-mark’d, abortive, rooting hog! 

Thou that wast seal’d in thy nativity 
The slave of nature, and the son of hell ! 

Thou slander of thy heavy mother’s womb I 
Thou loathed issue of thy father’s loins I 

Thou rag of honour I thou detested 

Glo. Margaret, 
a. Mar- Richard 1 
Glo Ha ? 

Q,Mar- I call thee not. 

Glo. I cry thee mercy then ; for I did think 
That thou hadst caU’d me all these bitter names. 

Q. Ma/r, Why, so I did ; but look’d for no reply- 
0, let me make the period to my curse. 

Glo. ’T is done by me; and ends m— Margaret. ; 
a Eliz. Thus have you breath’d your curse agaanst 

Q. Mar. Poor painted queen, vain flourish of my for- 

Wliy strew’st thou sugar on that bottled spider. 
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WTiose deajdly web ensnareth tkee about ? 

Fool, fool ! thou whett’st a knife to kill thyself. 

The day will come that thou ^alt wish for me 
To help thee curse this pois’nous bimch-back’d toad. 

Mast, False-boding woman, end ^y frantic curse, 
Lest to thy harm thou move our patience. 

Q. Mar, Foul shame upon you! you have all mov’d 
mine. 

Eiv, Were you well serv’d, you would be taught 
your duty. 

Q. Mar, To serve me well, you all should do me 
duty, 

Teach me to be your queen, and you my subjects ; 

O, serve ^e well, and teach yourselves fiiat duty. 

Dor. Dispute not with her, she is lunatic. 

^ Q. Mar, Peace, master marquis, you are malapert : 
Your fire-new stamp of honour is scarce current : 

O, that your yoimg nobility could judge 

What ’t were to lose i^^and be miserahle l 

They that stand high have many blasts to diake ; 

And if they fell dadh themselves to pieces^ 

Glo, Good counsel, marry ; learn it^ learn it, marquis' 
Dor, It touches you, my lord, as much as me. 

Glo. Ay, and much more : But I was bom so high, 
Our aiery buildeth in the cedar’s top, 

And dallies with the wind, and scorns the sun. 

Q. Mar, And turns the sun to shade ; — alas ] alas ! 
Witness my son, now in the shade of death ; 

Whose bri^t out-shining beams thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal darkness folded up. 

Your aiery buildeth in our aiery’s nest ; 

O God, that seest it, do not sufi^ it ; 

As it was won with blood, lost be it so I 
Buck. Peace, peace, for shame, if not for charity, 

Q. Mar. Urge neither charity nor shame to me ; 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 

And shamefully my hopes by you are butcher’d. 
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My charity is outrage, life my shame, — 

And in that shame still live my sorrow's rage i ^ 
Buck. Have done, have done. 

Q. Mar. O princely Buckingham, 1 11 kiss thy ha_^ 
In sign of league and amity with thee : ^ 

Now fair befall thee and thy noble house ! 

Thy garments are not sjxjtted with our blood, 

Nor fiiou within the compass of my curse. 

Bxcck. Nor no one here ; for curses never pass 
The lips of those that breathe them in the air. 

Q. Mar. I will not think but they ascend the sky, 
And there awake God’s gentle-sleeping peace. 

0 Buckingham, take heed of yonder dog ; 

Book, when he fawns he bites ; and, when he bites, 

His venom tooth will rankle to the death ; 

Have not to do with him, beware of him ; 

Sin, death, and hell have set their marks on him ; 

And all their ministers attend on him. 

Glo. What doth she say, my lord of Buckingham I 
Buck. Nothing that I respect, my gracious lord. 

' Q. Mar. What, dost thou scorn ms tbr my gaatle 
counsel, 

And soothe .the devil that I warn thee from ^ 

O, but remember this another day. 

When he shall split thy very heart with sorrow; 

And say, poor Margaret was a prophetess. 

Live each of you the subjects to his hate, 

And be to yours, and all of you to God’s I [^Exit. 
Hast My hair doth stand on end to hear her curses. 
JRw. And so doth mine ; I muse why she ’s at liberty. 
Glo. I cannot blame her, by God’s holy mother; 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof, that I have ^ne to her. 

Q. Eliz. I never did her any, to my knowledge. 

Glo. Yet ytm have all the vantage of her wro»g. 

1 was too hot to do somebody good, 

That is too cold in thinking of it now. 





^ KIN<S BIC® ARB III. 

'•JCW «nn- fear tfaem that hare done scafli to ns. 

I ever, being well ^vjs’d ;— 
Ferta^ I caus’d now, I bad curs d myseU lAi 
VMjter Catesbx- 




i^m. WL&jdjBJoOy his majesty doth call for you, — 
SrtLce , — and you, my noble lord. 

^ , i pff , , , Ottesby, I come ; — I-ords, will you go witfe 

WBuit upon your grace- \^Ex. aU hut Gri-O®^ 
1^%* I AiKfc tlae wrong, and first begin to brawl. 

*!lPh(P jwpcspet 'U!3L3WSc«brefe that X set abroach 
I lay «ml&' grievous charge of others. 

C 7 Ti>iiiifii»i« II', iwp'binm I, indeed, have cast in. darkness, — 

1 many simple gulls ; 

Stanley, Hastings, Buckmgham 5 
MmJt. ^ is the queen and her allies 

ftlr liw against the duke my brother. 

3t#ir thify l>elieve it 5 and withal whet me 
fese on Rivers, Dorset, Grey : 

WkfM. then I wigfc, and, with a piece of scripture 
feem, tAmt Ood bids us do good for evil : 

Ihww X <5lothe my naked villainy 
Witfe #d 4 ends, stolen forth of holy writ ; 

JimA mmm mt Mint, when most I play the devil. 


Miier two Murderers. 

MImK iw% %mm& oome my executioners. 

IK«w ttswr, imy l:mrdy, stout^ resolved mates ? 

Mm ywm jM^ pr jg oi^ to desmtch this thing ? 

I Mmrd» W¥^ are, my lord; and come to havetlia 
wasarrant^ 

W# be admitted where he is. 
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Ifelt, dt§t h» l»444#fl ill l«P mitmimiimm^ 

WitW i4i4ii»l% 4# flil hmi ^ ‘i> ’} '^*1 ’* i 
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UpOitt fite giddy footing of 

Moljbaoglife that Gloster stumbled ; and, in fellin|, 
Struck me, that tho^ht to stay hin^ overboard, 

Into the tumbling billow's of the main* 

0 Lord I metbought what pain it was to drown! 

What dreadful noise of water in mine ears ! 

What sights of ugly death within mine eyes ! 
Metbought I saw a thousand fearful wracks ; 

A thousand men that fishes gnaw’d upon ; 

Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl. 
Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels. 

All scatter'd in the bottom of the sea. 

Some lay in dead men’s skulls ; and in those holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit there were crept, 

As ’t were in scorn of eyes, reflecting gems. 

That woo’d the slimy l^ttom of the deep, 

And mock’d the dead bones that lay scatter’d by. 

BraJL Had you such leisure in the time of death 
To gaze upon these secrets of the deep 

Clar. Metbought I had; and often did I strive 
To yield the ghost : but still the envious flood 
Stopt in my soul, and would not let it forth 
To &id the empty, vast, and wand ’ring air; 

But smother’d it within my panting bulk, 

Which almost burst to belch it in the sea. 

JBrak. Awak’d you not in this sore agony? 

Clar, No, no, my dream was lengthen'd after life ; 
O, then began the tempest to my soul ! 

1 pass’d, metbought, the melancholy flood 
With that sour ferryman which poets write 
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. 

The first that there did greet my stranger soul 
Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick ; 
Who spake aloud,—" What scourge for perjury 
Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence f’* 

And so he vanish'd : Then came wandering by 
A shadow like an angel, with Inrigbt hair 
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Dabbled in blood ; and he 8hr?ek*d <mt alond,— * 
Clarence is ctane, — false, fl«*eti»g,|>«'rjur‘<i Cbin^ncey*-** 
llhiat stabb'd me in the field by Tewksbury}— 

Seize on him, furb'S, take him unto torment !" — 

With tlmt, methonght, a toidi 

Enrirotfd and h^ledlti mine mm 
Such bideon# orl^ tlta% with dia wmtf iKte 
X trembling wak'd, oniL l^r a neaim oilify 
Could not Mieire but tW X woe in hell $ 

Such tembU impression mode my drmm* 

Brak. No marvel, lord, though it aHVifhted fm$ 

X am afraid, metliinks, to bear you tell it, 

Oktr. 0> Bmkenbury, X have dime tlreie thit^ 

That now give evidence againtt my etadj— 

For Edwaid^s sake ^ and see Imiw he rtK]}uit«i tmt 
0 God I if my decj) prayers cannot ttjijieusp tlMi% 

But tliou wilt beavitig'd on my misdei^is, 

Yet execute diy wmth on me alone : 

0, spare my guiltless wife and my |H>or fbildrsti^ 

X pmy tltee, gentle keefatr, stay by mo; 

My sotil is heavy, and X fain would sleep, 

Mrak, I will, my lord { God give your gfoeU' pud 
rest !— [GuHi. 

Sorrow b(maks mmmm imd r^oiliif lio<xr%**^ 


'•mulfy Ibr twfeli 

wm M a world of resBesa oomi 
w their titles, and low nmm^ 
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Brah, What, so brief? 

^ 2 Murd, ’T is better, sir, Iban to be tedious : — let 
him see our commission, and talk no more. 

paper is delivered to Brax., who reads it, 

Brak, 1 am, in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble dnke of Claience to your hands : 

I will not reason what is meant hereby, 

Because I will be guiltless of tlie meaning. 

There lies the duke asleep, — and there, the keys. 

I ’ll to the king ; and signify to liim 
That thus I have resign'd to you my charge. 

1 Murd, You may, sir ; ’t is a point of wisdom : 

Fare you well. \JBxit Brak. 

2 Murd, What, shall we stab him as he sleeps ? 

1 Murd, No ; he ’ll say ’t was done cowardly, when 
•he wakes. 

2 Murd. Why, he shall never wake until the great 
judgment-day. 

1 Murd. Why, then he 'll say we stabb’d him 
sleeping. 

2 Murd. The urging of that word, judgment, hath 
bred a kind of remorse in me. 

1 Murd. What ! art thou afraid? 

2 Murd. Not to kill him, having a warrant ; but to 
be damned for killing him, from the which no warrant 
can defend me. 

1 Murd. I thought thou hadst been resolute. 

2 Murd. So I am, to let him live. 

1 Murd. I ‘11 -back to the duke of Gloster, and tell 
him so. 

2 Murd. Nay, I prithees, stay a little : I hope this 
passionate hurnour of mine will change : it was wont 
to hold me but while one tells twenty. 

1 Murd. How dost thou feel thyself now ? 

2 Murd. Some certain dregs of conscience are yet 
within me. 

1 MvrcL Remember our reward, when the deed 
done 
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2 Murd. Come, he dies ; I had forgot the reward. 

1 Murd. Where ’s thy conscience now ? 

2 Mitrd. Oh, in the duke of Gloster’s purse. 

1 Murd. When he opens his purse to give us our re- 
ward, thy conscience flies out. 

2 Murd. is no matter; let it goj there ’s few, or 
none, will entertain it. 

1 Murd. What if it come to thee again ? 

2 Murd. I 11 not meddle with, it, [it is a dangerous 
thing,] it makes a man a coward ; a man cannot steal 
but it accuseth him ; a man cannot swear but it checks 
him ; a man cannot lie with his neighbour’s wife but it 
detects him : ’T is a blushing shame-faced spirit that 
mutinies in a man’s bosom ; it fills one full of obstacles : 
it made me once restore a purse of gold that by chance 
I found ; it beggars any man that keeps it : it is turned 
out of towns and cities for a dangerous thing ; and every 
man that means to live well endeavours to trust to him- 
self, and live without it. 

1 Murd. It is now even at my elbow, persuading me 
not to kill the duke. 

2 Murd. Take the devil in thy mind, and believe 
him not : he would insinuate with thee, but to make 
thee sigh. 

1 Murd. I am strong fram’d, he cannot prevail with 
me. 

2 Murd. Spoken like a tall fellow that respects his 
reputation. Come, shall we fall to work ? 

1 Murd. Take him on the costard with the hilts of 
thy sword, and then throw him into the malmsey-butt, 
in the next room. 

2 Murd. O excellent device ! and make a sop-of him. 

1 Murd. Soft I he wakes. 

2 Murd. Strike. 

1 Murd. No, we ’ll reason with him. 

Clar, Where art thou, keeper $ give mo a cup of 
wine. 
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1 Murd. You shall have wine enough, my lord, anon. 
Clar. In God’s name, what art thou 
1 Mtvrd. A man, as you are. 

Clar, But not, as I am, royal. 

I Murd, Nor you, as we are, loyal. 

Clar, Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are humble. 
1 Murd, My voice is now the king’s, my looks mine 
own. 

Clar, How darkly, and how deadly, dost thou speak! 
Your eyes do menace me : Why look you pale f 
Who sent you hither ? Wherefore do you come ? 

% Murd. To, to, to 

Clar. To murther me? 

Both Murd. Ay, ay. 

Clar, You scarcely have the hearts to tell me so, 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 

Wherein, my friends, have I offended you ? 

1 Murd. Offended us you have not, but the king. 
Clar, I shall be reconcil’d to him again. 

2 Murd, Never, my lord ; therefore, prepare to die. 
Clar. Axe you drawn forth among a world of men. 

To slay the innocent?. What is my offence? 

Wliere is the evidence that doth accuse me? 

What lawful quest have given their verdict up 
Unto the frowning judge ? or who pronounc'd 
The bitter sentence of poor Clarence’ death ? 

Before I be convict by course of law, 

To threaten me with death is most unlawful. 

I charge you, as you hope for any goodness. 

That you depart, and lay no hands on me ; 

The deed you undertake is damnable. 

1 Murd. What we will do we do upon command. 

2 Mtird. And he that hath commanded is our king. 
Clar, Erroneous vassal ! the great King of kings 

Hath in the table of his law commanded. 

That thou shalt do no murther : Will you then 
Spurn at his edict, and fulfil a man’s ? 
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For false forsweming, ' 

Thou didst receive the saciaxnen p 
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And I will send you to my brother ^loster , 

Who shall reward you better for my hfe 

^i^SiMor tidings of nay death. 
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2 Murd. Tou are deceiv’d, your bro&er Gloster hates 
you. 

Clur. O, no ; he loves me, and he holds me dear ; 

Go you to him from me. 

Both Murd. Ay, so we will. 

Clar. Tell him, when that our princely father York 
Bless’d his three sons with his victorious arm, 

[And charg’d us from his soul to love each other, ] 

He little thought of this divided friendship : 

Bid Gloster think on this, and he will weep. 

1 Murd. Ay, millstones ; as he lesson’d us to weep. 
Clar. O, do not slander him, for he is kind. 

1 Murd. Bight, as snow in harvest. — Come, you de* 
ceive yourself : 

’T is he that sends us to destroy you here. 

Clar. It cannot be, for he be wept my fortune, 

And hugg’d me in his arms, and swore, with sobs. 

That he would labour my delivery. 

1 Murd. Why, so he doth, when he delivers you 
From this earth’s thraldom to the joys of heaven. 

2 Murd. Make peace with God, for you must die, 

my lord. 

Clar. Have you that holy feeling in your souls, 

To counsel me to make my peace with God, 

And are you yet to your own souls so blind, 

That you will war with God, by murthering me ? 

Oh, sirs, consider, they that set you on 
To do this deed will hate you for the deed. 

2 Murd. What shall we do % 

Clar. Relent^ and save your souls. 

Which of you, if you were a prince s son, 

Being pent from liberty, as I am now, 

If two such murtherers as yourselves came to you, 
Would not entreat for lif^ — as you would beg 
Were you in my distress % 

1 Murd. Relent! No. ’T is cowardly and wo- 
manish. 
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CUr. Not to relent, is beastly, savage, devilish.— 

My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks ; 

O, if thine eye be not a flatterer. 

Come thou on my side, and entreat for me : 

A begging prince, what beggar pities not? 

2 Mwrd. Look behind you, my lord. 

1 Take that, and that; if all this will not do, 

[Stabs htm. 

I ’ll drown you in the malmsey-butt within. 

[Exit^ with the body. 

2 Murd. A bloody deed, and desperately despatch’d! 
How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands 

Of fliis most grievous mm-ther ! 

Ee-enter first Murderer. 

1 Murd. How now ? what mean’s! thou, that thou 

help’s! me not ? , , 

By Heaven, the duke shall know how slack you have 
been. 

2 Murd. I would he knew that I had sav d his bro- 

ther ! 

Take thou the fee, and tell him^ what I say ; 

For I repent me that the duke is slain. [Exit, 

I Murd. So do not I ; go, coward as thou art. 

Well, I ’ll go hide the body in some hole, 

Till that the duke give order for his burial ; 

And when I have my meed, I will away ; 

For diis will out, and then I must not stay. [Exit. 



ACT 11. 

SCENE I. — The same. A Room in the Palace. 

Riiter King Edward, (led in sicIiO Queen Eliza- 
beth, Dorset, Rivers, Hastings, Buckingham, 
Grey, and others. 

K. Edw. Why, so : — noYr have I done a good day's 
work ; — 

You peers, continue this united league : 

I every day expect an embassage 
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence ; 

And more to peace my soul shall part to heaven, 

Since I have made my friends at peace on earth. 

Rivers and Hastings, take each other’s hand j 
Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love. 

Riv. By Heaven, my soul is purg’d from grudging 
hate ; 

And witli my hand I seal my true heart’s love. 

Hast. So thrive I, as I truly swear the like ! 

K. Edw. Take heed you dally not before your king ; 
Lest He that is the supreme King of kings 
Confound your hidden falsehood, and award 
Either of you to be the other’s end. 

Hast. So prosper I, as I swear perfect love ! 

Ri'O. And I, as 1 love Hastings with ray heart ! 

K. Edio. Madam, yourself are not exempt in this, — 
Nor you, son Dorset, — Buckingham, nor you ; — 

You have been factious one against the other. 

Wife, love lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand ; 

And what you do, do it unfeignedly, 

Q. EUz. There, Hastings;—! will never more re- 
member 

Our former hatred, so thrive I and mine! 
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K. Edw. Dorset, embrace Hm,— HasHngs, love lord 

Dor This mtercbange of love, I here protest, 

sf:;vear^“''“'‘^'" i^^races Dortsa.. 
K. Edw. Now, princely Buckingham, seal thou this 
league 

With thy embracemeiits to uiy wife s allies, 

And make me happy in yf>nr unity. 

Buck. Whenever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
Upon your grace [to the QnEEN], but with all duteous 
love ^ , 

Doth cherish you, and yours, God punish me 
With hate in those where I expect most love . 

When I have most need to employ a tnena, 

And most assured that he is a Hiend, 

Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 

Be he unto me I this do I beg of Heaven, 

When I am cold in love to yotyr ymi«;^ 

K. Edw. A pleasing cordial, princely Buckingham, 

Isthisthy vow unto my sickly heart. 

There wanteth now our brother (rioster Here, 

To make the blessed period of this peace. 

Buck. And, in good time, here comes the noble dute- 
BnUr Gloster. 

GZb. Good morrow to my soyeieign king, and queen 5 
And, piincely peers, a happy time of day • 

K. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have spent the day : 
Gloster, we have done deeds of charity ; 

Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate^ 

Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers, 

Gh. A blessed labour, my most sovereign lord.— 
Among this princely heap, if any here. 

By false intelligence or wrong surmise, 

Hold me a foe ; 
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If I unwittingly, or in my rage, 

Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this presence, I desire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace ; 

’T is death to me to be at enmity ; 

I hate if^ and desire all good men’s love. 

First, madam, I entreat true peace of you, 

Wliich I will purchase with my dufeous service ; 

Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham, 

If ever any grudge were lodg’d between us ; 

Of you, and you, lord Rivers, and of Dorset — 

That all without desert have frown’d on me ; — 

Of you, lord Woodville, and lord Scales, of you,- — 
Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen ; indeed, of all, 

I do not know that Englishman alive 
With whom my soul is any jot at odds. 

More than the infant that is bom to-night ; 

I thank my God for my humility. 

Q. EUz. A holy-day shall this be kept hereafter : 

I would to God all strifes weare well compounded. 

My sovereign lord, I do beseech your highness 
To lake our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Glo, Why, madam, have I offer’d love for thi^ 

To be so flouted in this royal presence ? 

Who knows not that the gentle duke is dead ? 

{^They all start 

You do him injury to scorn his corse. 

jKT. Edto. Who knows not he is dead ! who knows 
he is? 

Q. Elis. All-seeing Heaven, what a world is this ! 
Euch. Look I so pale, lord Dorset, as the rest ? 

Dor. Ay, my good lord ; and no man in the presence 
But his red colour hath forsook his cheeks. 

K. Edio. Is Clarence dead? the order was revers’d. 
Glo, But he, poor man, by your first order died, 

And that a winged Mercury did bear ; 

Some tardy cripple bore the countermand, 
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That came too lag to see him-fertmed *. 

God grant that some, less noble and less loyal. 

Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not' in blood. 

Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did. 

And yet go current from suspicion I 

Enter Sta.nlet. 

Stan, A boon, my sovereign, for my service done I 
JC Edio, I prithee, peace ; my soul is full of sorrow. 
Stan. I will not rise unless your highness hear me, 

K, Edw. Then say at once, what is it thou request’s!. 
IStan, The forfeit, sovereign, of my servant’s life : 
slew to-day a riotous gentleman, 

Lately attendant on the duke of Norfolk. 

K. Edio, Have I a tongue to doom my brother’s death, 
And shall that tongue give pardon to a slave? 

My brother kill’d no man, his fault was thought. 

And yet his punishment was bitter death. 

Who sued to me for him ? who, in my wrath, 

Kneel’d at my feet, and bade me be advis’d ? 

Who spoke of brotherhood? who spoke of love? 

Who told me bow the poor soul did forsake 
The mighty Warwick:, and did fight for me ? 

Who told me in the field at Tewksbury, 

When Oxford had me down, he rescued me, 

And said, Dear brother, live, and be a king ” ? 

Who told me, when we both lay in the field, 

Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me 
Even in his garments ; and did give himself. 

All thin and naked, to the numb-cold night ? 

All this from my remembrance brutish wrath 
Sinfully pluck’d, and not a man of you 
Had so much grace to put it in my mind. 

But, when your carters, or your waiting-vassals. 

Have done a drunken slaughter, and defac’d 
The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 

You straight are on yOur knees for pardon, pardon % 
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And I, unjustly too, must grant it you : — 

But for my brother not a man would speak, 

Nor I (ungracious) speak unto myself 
For him, poor soul. The proudest of you all 
Have been beholden to liim in his life ; 

Yet none of you would once plead for his life. 

0 God I I fear thy justice will take hold 

On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this. 

Come, Hastings, help me to my closet. 

Ah I poor Clarence ! 

[ExeimtX.mQi Queen, Hast., Riv., Dor., mid Grev. 

Qlo, This is the fruit of rashness I Mark’d you not 
How that the guilty kindred of the queen 
Look’d pale, when they did hear of Clarence’ death ¥ 

O ! they did urge it still unto the king : 

God will revenge it. Come, lords ; will you go, 

To comfort Edward with our company ? 

Buck, We wait upon your grace. 

SCENE n . — The same. 

Enter the Duchkss of York, with a Son and 
Daughter of Clarence. 

Son. Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead f 
Euch. No, boy. 

Daugh. Why do you weep so oft? and beat your 
breast ; 

And cry — “ O Clarence, niy unhappy son ! ” 

Son. Why do you look on us, and shake your head, 
And call us orphans, wretches, castaways, 

If that our noble father were alive ? 

Duch. My pretty cousins, » you mistake me both ; 

1 do lament the sickness of the king, 

As loth to lose him, not your father's death : 

It were lost sorrow to wail one that ’s lost. 

Son. Then you conclude, my grandam, he is dead- 
* OcMmftsr— relations — ^kinsfolks. They are her grandchildren. 
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The king my uncle is to blame for this : 

God will revenge it ; whom I will importune 
With earnest pra3^rs all to that effect. 

Daugh. And so will I. 

Duck. Peace, children, peace I the king doth love 
you well : 

Incapable and shallow innocents, 

You* cannot guess who caus’d your father’s death. 

Son. Grandam, we can : for my good uncle Gloster 
Told me, the king, provok’d to 't by the queen, 

Devis’d impeachments to imprison him : 

And when my uncle told me so, he wept. 

And pitied me, and kindly kiss’d my cheek ; 

Bade me rely on him as on my father, 

And he would love me dearly as his child. 

Duck. Ah, that deceit should steal such gentle 
shapes. 

And with a virtuous visor hide deep vice ! 

He is my son, ay, and therein my shame. 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Son. Think you my uncle did dissemble, grandam 1 
Duck. Ay, boy. 

Son. I cannot think it. Hark I what noise is this? 

Ent&r Queen Euizabeth, distractedly ; RivEits and 
Dorset / oZtomp her. 

Q. EUz, Ah 1 who shall liinder me to wail and weep I 
To chide my fortune, and torment myself? 

I ’ll join with black despair against my soul, 

And to myself become an enemy. 

Duch. What means this scene of rude impatience ? 
Q. EKz. To make an act of tragic violence. 

Edwax^ my lord, thy son, our king, is dead. 

Why grow die branches when the root is gone ? 

Why wither not the leaves that want their sap % 

If you will live, lament ; if di^ be brief ; 

That our swiff-winged souls may catch the king’s ; 
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Or, like obedient snlgects, follow Hnx 
To his new kingdom of ne’er-changing night 

Duck, Ah, so much interest have I in thy sorrow, 

As I had title in thy noble husband I 
I have bewept a worthy husband’s death, 

And liv’d by looking on his images : 

But now, two mirrors of his princely semblance 
Are crack’d in pieces by malignant death ; 

And I for comfort have but one false glass, 

That grieves me when I see my shame in him. 

Thou art a widow ; yet thou art a mother, 

And hast the comfort of thy children left ; 

But death hath snatch'd my husband from mine arms. 
And pluck’d two crutches from my feeble bands, 
Clarence and Edward. O, what cause have I 
(Thine being but a moiety of my moan) 

To over-go thy woes, and drown thy cries I 

Son. Ah, aunt I you wept not for our father’s death ; 
How can we aid you with our kindred tears ? 

Dangh. Our fatherless distress was left unmoan’d j 
Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept ! 

Q. Elis. Give me no help in lamentation j 
I am not barren to bring forth complaints : 

All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes, 

That I, being govern’d by the watery moon, 

May send forth plenteous tears to drown the world ! 

Ah, for my husband, for my dear lord Edward I 

CMl. Ah, for our father, for our dear lord Clarence ! 
Ditch. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and Cla- 
rence I 

Q. Eliz. What stay had I but Edward? and he’s 
gone. 

Ckil. What stay had we but Clarence? and he’s 
gone. 

Duck. What stays had I but they ? and tliey are 
gone. 

Q. Elis. Was never widow had so dear a loss. 



ficEKK no king RICHARD III. 867 

Chit. Were never orphans had so dear a loss. 

JCiiok. Was never mother had so dear a loss. 

Alas ! I am the mother of these griefs ; 

Their woes are parcelFd, mine are general. 

She for an Edward weeps, and so do I ; 

I for a Clarence weep, so doth not she ; 

These babes for Claience weep, and so do I j 
I for an Edward weep, so do not they 
Alas I you three on me, threefold disti-ess’d, 

Pour all your tears, I am your sorrow’s nurse, 

And I will pamper it with lamentations. 

Dor. Comfort, dear mother: God is much displeas’d 
That you take with unthankfulness his doing ; 

In common worldly things ’t is called ungrateful, 

With dull unwillingness to repay a debt, 

Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent ; 

•Much more to be thus opposite with Heaven, 

For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

Riv. Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother, 

Of the young prince your son : send straight for him. 
Let him be crown'd ; in him your comfort lives : 

Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward’s grave, 

And plant your joys in living Edward’s throne. 

Enter Gloster, Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, 
Ratcliff, and others. 

Glo. Sister, have comfort : all of us have cause 
To wail the dimming of our shining star ; 

But none can help our harms by wailing them. 

Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy, 

I did not see your grace : — Humbly on my knee 
I crave your blessing. 

Duch. God bless thee, and put meekness in thy breast. 
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty! 

Glo. Amen j and make me die a good old man I 
That is the butt^end of a mothers blessing ; 

I marvel that her grace did leave it out. {Aside. 

VOL. VI. X 
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Buck, You cloudy prinoes, aud Koart-aoirowiiig peers, 
That bear this heavy mutual.load of moan, 

Now cheer each other in each other’s love ; 

Though we have spent our harvest of this king. 

We are to reap the harvest of his son. 

The broken rancour of your high swoln hates, 

But lately splinterkl, knit, and join'd together. 

Must gently be preserv’d, cherish’d, and kept : 

Me seemeth good, that, with some little tiuin, 

Forthwith from Ludlow the young king be f(rtch’d 
Hither to London, to be crown’d our king. 

JRiv, Why with some little train, my lord of Buck- 
ingham ? 

Buck. Marry, my lord, lest by a multitude, 

The new-heal’d wound of malice should break out 5 
Which would be so much the more dangerous, 

By how much the estate is green and yet ungovem’d : 
Where every horse bears his comnianding rein. 

And may direct his com&e as please himself 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 

In my opinion, ought to be prevented. 

Glo. I hope the king made peace with all of us , 

And the compact is firm, and true, in me. 

Riv. And so in me ; and so, I think, in all : 

Yet, since it is but green, it should be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach, 

Which, haply, by much company might be urg’d : 
Therefore I say, with noble Buckingham, 

That it is meet so few should fetch the prince. 

Sast And so say I. 

Glo. Then be it so ; and go we to determine 
Who they shall be that straight shall post to Ludlow. 
Madam, and you my sister, will you go 
To give your censures^ in this weighty business? 

[Exeunt all hut Buck, mid GnosTKB. 
Buck. My lord, whoever journeys to the prince, 

* CwM«r«t~oi>inions. 
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For God’s sake, let not us two stay at home : 

For, by the way, 1 11 sort occasion. 

As index to the story we late talk’d of, 

To part the queen’s proud kindred from the prince. 

Glo. My other self, my counsel’s consistory, 

My oracle, my prophet 1— My dear cousin, 

I, as a child, will go by thy direction- 
Towards Ludlow iht", for we ’ll not stay behind. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE III. — The same, A Street 
Enter two Citizens, meeting, 

1 at. Good morrow, neighbour: Whither away so 

fast? 

2 at I promise you, I scarcely know myself : 

Hear you the news abroad? 

1 at. Yes ; that the king is dead- 

2 at. Ill news, by ’r lady ; seldom comes the better. 
I fear, I fear, ’t will prove a giddy world. 

Enter another Citizen. 

3 at. Neighbours, God speed I 

1 at Give you good morrow, sir. 

3 CU. Doth the news hold of good king Edward’s 

death? 

2 at Ay, sir, it is too true ; God help, the while ! 

3 at. Then, masters, look to see a troublous world. 

1 CU, No, no 5 by God’s good grace his son shall 

reign- 

3 at Woe to that land that ’s govern’d by a child I 

2 at In him there is a hope of government ; 

That in his nonage council under him, 

And in bis full and ripen’d years himself. 

No doubt, shall then, and till then, govern well. 

1 at So stood the state when Henry the sixth 
Was crown’d in Paris but at nine months old. 
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3 CU, Stood the state so? no, no, good friends, Gnd 
wot; 

For then this land was famously enrich’d 
With politic grave counsel ; then the king 
Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace. 

1 at. Why, so hath this, both by his father and 
mother. 

3 Cit. Better it were they all came by his father ; 

Or, by his father, there weie none at all ; 

For emulation who shall now be nearest 
Will touch us all too near, if God prev-ent not. 

O, full of danger is the duke of Gloster ; 

And the queen’s sons and brothers haught and proud : 
And were they to be rul’d, and not to rule, 

This sickly land might solace as before. 

1 at. Come, come, we fear the worst; all will be 

well. 

3 at. When clouds are seen wise men put on their 
cloaks ; 

When great leaves fall then winter is at hand j 
When tire sun sets who doth not look for night? 
Untimely storms make men expect a dearth ; 

All may be well ; but, if God sort it so, 

’T is more than we deserve, or I expect. 

2 at. Truly, the hearts of men are full of fear i 
You cannot reason* almost with a man 

That looks not heavily and full of dread. 

3 at. Before the days of change, still Is it so : 

By a divine instinct, men’s minds mistrust 
Ensuing danger; as, by proof, we see 

The waters swell before a boist’rous storm. 

But leave it all to God. Whither away ? 

2 at. Marry, we were sent for to the justices. 

3 at. And so was I ; I ’U bear you company. 

[JS^xeunt 


• converse. 
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SCENE IV . — The same. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter the Archbishop of York, the young Duke op 
Queek Elizabeth, and m Duchess or 

York. 

Arch. Last niglit, I hear, they lay at Northampton ; 
At Stony-Stratfoid will they be <o-night : 

To-morrow, or next day, they will be here. ^ 

Puch. I long with all my heart to see the prince. 

I hope he is much grown since last I saw him. 

q; Eliz. But I hear, no ; they say, my son of Xoik 
Has almost overta'^en him in his growth. 

York. Ay, mother, but I would not have it so. 

Buck. Why, my good cousin? it is gooa to grow. 
York. Grandam, one night, as we did sit at supper, 
My uncle Riveis talk’d how I did ^ow 
Uoxi than my bvotUer ; “ Ay,” quoth my uncle Gloster, 
“ Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow apace . 
And since, raethinks, I would not giw so fast, 

Because sweet flowers are slow, and weeds 

Buck. ’Good faith, ’good faith, the saying did not hold 
In him that did object the same to thee ; 

He was the wretched’st thing, when he was young, 

So long a growing, and so leisurely, 

That, if his rule were true, he should be gmcious. 

Arch. And so, no doubt, he is, my gracious madam. 
Buch. I hoije he is ; but yet let mothers doubt. ^ 
York. Now, by my troth, if I had been remember d, 
I could have given my uncle’s grace a flout, ^ 

To touch his growth nearer than he touch d mine. 
Buch. How, my young York? I prithee let me 

1 r .a. 

York. Marry, they say, my uncle grew so last, 

That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old ; 

’T was full two years ere I could get a topth. 
Grandam, this would have been a biting jest 
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Duch. I prithee, pretty York, who told ihee this $ 
York* Grandam, his orirse. 

Dwh. His nurse I why, she was dead ere thou wast 
bom. 

Tork.^ If ’t were not she, I cannot tell who told me, 
Q. Eltz. A parlous boy : Go to, you are too shrewd. 
Aroh, Good madam, be not angry with the child. 

Q, Mils. Pitchers have ears. 


Enter a Messenger. 

■Arch. Here comes a messenger : 

What news ? 

Mess. Such news, my lord, as grieves me to report. 
Q. Eliz. How doth the prince ? 

Mess. Well, madam, and in health. 

Duch. What is thy news ? 

Mess. Lord Rivers, and lord Grey, axe sent to Pom- 
fret, 

And with them sir Thomas Vaughan, prisoners. 

Dztch. Who hath committed them ? 

Mess. The mighty dukes, Gloster and Buckingham. 

Aroh. For what offence f 

Mess. The sum of aU I can I have disclos’d ; 

Why, or for what, the nobles were committed, 

Is all unknown to me, my gracious lord. 

Q. Eliz. Ah me, I see the min of my house I 
The tiger now hath seiz’d the gentle hind 5 
Insulting tyranny begins to jut 
Upon the innocent and awless throne : 

Welcome, destmction, blood, and massacre! 

I see, as in a map, the aid of all. 

Duch. Accursed and unquiet wrangling days, 

How many of you have mine eyes beheld ! 

My husband lost his life to get the crown ; 

And often up and down my sons were toss’d. 

For me to joy, and weep, their gain and loss ; 

And being seated, and domestic broils 
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Clean oTer-blown, themselves, the con^t^’ 

SS fi^tic.outrage, end f J ' 

^'aS.'^Come, comedy boy, we will to sanctuary. 
Ma^^,faxewell. ^ g, ,Hh you. 

Q. Eli.. You have no cause. g„, 

Arch. ^ ^ i%Q QaEEN. 

And thither bear your treasure and your goods. 

Fot my part, I T1 resign imto your grace 
The sIA keep -. And “ 

As well I tender you, and all or 1“^' rF*«oi£ 

Go I ’ll conduct you to the sanctuary. [JS*«oi<. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. — London. A Street 

The trumpets sound. Enter the Prince op Wai.es, 
Gloster, Buckingham, Cardinal Bouchier, and 
others. 

JBwk. Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to your 
cliamber. 

Glo. Welcome, dear cousin, my thouglits’ sovereign; 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

JPrince. No, uncle ; but our ciosses on the way 
Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy : 

I want more uncles here to welcome me. 

Glo. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of your years 
Hath not yet div’d into the world’s deceit : 

No more can you distinguish of a man 

^Chan of his outward show ; which, God he knows. 

Seldom or never jumpeth with the heart. 

Those uncles which you want were dangerous ; 

Your grace attended to their sugar’d words. 

But look'd not on the poison of their hearts : 

God keep you from them, and from such false friends I 
Prince. God keep me from false friends ! but they 
were none. 

Gh. My lord, the mayor of London comes to greet 
you. 

Enter the Lord Mayor, and his Train. 

May. God bless your grace with health and happy 
days! 

Prince. I thank you, good my lord ; — and thank 
you all. — [Exeunt Mayor, S^c. 

I thought my mother and my brother Yoik 
Would long ere this have met us on the way : 



Sciwal.] KING RICHARD III. 

FiCj what a slug* is Hastings ! that he conies not 
To tell us whether they will come, or no. 

Enter Hastings. 

Evxik, And in good time, here comes the sweating 
lord. 

Erince, Welcome, my lord: What, will our mother 
cornel 

On what occasion, God he knows, not I, 

The (jueen your mother, and your brother York, 

Have taken sanctuary : The tender prince 
Would fain have come with me to meet your grace. 
But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Buck, Fie I what an indirect and peevish course 
Is tliis of hers! — Lord cardinal, will your giace 
Persuade the queen to send the duke of York 
Unto his princely brother presently I 
If she deny, lord Hastings, go with him, 

And from lier jealous aims pluck him perforce. 

Card, My lord of Buckingham, if my weak oratory 
Can from his mother win the duke of York, 

Anon expect him here : But if she be obduiate 
To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid 
We should infringe the holy privilege 
Of blessed sanctuary ! not for all this land 
Would I be guilty of so great a sin. 

Buck, You are too senseless-obstinate, my lord. 

Too ceremonious and tiaditional ; 

Weigh it but with the grossness of this age. 

You break not sanctuary in seizing him. 

The benefit tiiereof is always granted 

To those whose dealings have deserv’d the place. 

And those who have the wit to claim the place ; 

This prince hath neither claim’d it, nor deserv’d it ; 
And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it : 

Then, taking him from thence that is not there, 

You break no privilege nor charter there. 
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Oft have I heard of sancttaary men ; 

But sanctuary children ne’er till now. 

Card, My lord, you shall o’er-hile my mind for once. 
Come on, lord Hastings, will you go with me % 

Mast. I go, my lord. 

Prince. Good lords, malce all the speedy haste you 
may. [Exeunt Cardinal and Hastings. 
Say^jpncle Gloster, if our brother come, 

JOJhOTe shall we sojourn till our coronation? 

Glo. Where it seems best unto your royal self. 

If I may counsel you, some day or two 
Your highness shall repose you at the Tower : 

Then where you please, and^ shall be thought most fit 
For your best health and recreation. 

Prince. I do not like the Tower, of any place : — 
Did Julius Caesar build that place, my lord? 

Glo. He did, my gracious lord, begin that place ; 
Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edified. 

Prince. Is it upon record ? or else reported 
Successively from age to age, he built it? 

Buck. Upon record, my gracious lord. 

Prince. But say, my lord, it were not register’d 5' 
Methinks, the truth should live from age to age. 

As ’t were retail’d^ to all posterity, 

Even to the general all-ending day. 

Glo. So wise so young, they say, do never live long. 
^ [Asid4. 

Prmce. What say you, uncle ? 

Glo. I say, without characters,® fame lives long. 


Thus, dike the formal Vice Iniquity, 1 
I moralize two meanings in one word.**^ j 


[Aside. 


^ Where is understood here ; if it were repeated, there would 
be no difficulty in the construction of the sentence. 

b Retail'd. Retail and detail^ according to Tooke, are both 
derived from tale — the past participle of the Anglo-Saxon verb 
tell-an, to tell. The truth ** retail'd to all posterity” is the 
truth retold to all posterity. 

c Without characters — without the help of letters, 
d The equivocation which Riclund uses consists in the repe- 
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Prince. That Julius C®sar was a famous man ■ 
With what his valour did emich his wit, 

His wit set down to mahe his valour live ; 

Death makes no conquest of this conqueroy 
For now he lives in fame, though not in life.— 

1 11 tell you what, my cousin Buckmgham. 

Buck. Whal^ my gracious lord ? 

Prince, An if I live until I be a man,^ 

1 11 win our ancient right in France agam, 

Or die a soldier, as I liv’d a king, j • «. 

Glo. Short summers lighfly® have a forward 


Enter York, Hastings, the Cardinal. 
Buck, Now, in good time, here comes the duke of 
York 

Prince. Richard of York! how fares oui noble bro- 

ther ? j T n 

York. Well, my dread ^ lord; so must I call you 


Prince^Zy, brother ; to our grief, as is yo"rs t 
Too late° he died, that might have kept that title, 
Which by his death hath lost much “aj^ty. 

Glo. How fares our cousin, noble lord of York . 
York. I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lora. 

You said that idle weeds are fast in growth : ^ 

The prince my brother hath outgrown me lar, 

Glo. He hath, my. lord. 

York therefore is he idle f 

Glo. 0, my fair cousin, I must not say so. 

ings” by retaining the same conclusion oflus sentence, or 
<* word.” 

b . kingl, epithet-aw metumdiai- 


mm. 

« //ttfe— lately. 
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beholden to you than I, 

Rnt K ^'omjnand me, as my sovereign ; 

Hut you have power m me, as in a kinsman. 

r/J^M you, uncle, give me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger, little cousin? with all my heart. 
Pnnce. A beggar, brother ? ^ 

York, Of my kind uncle, that I know will eive • 
Ai^, being but a toy, which is no grief to give * 
gift than that I ’ll give my cousin. 
York, A greater gift ? O, that ’s the sword to it. 

Glo Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough. 

York. O then, I see, you will part but with light 
. , guts j 

In weightier things you ’ll say a beggar, nay. 

GZo. It is too weighty for your grace to wear, 
weigh it lightly, were it heavier. 

yould you have my weapon, little lord! 
I ork. I would, that 1 might thank you as you cali 
me. 


Glo. How? 

York. Little. 

Prifioe. My lord of York will still be cross in talk ; 
Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him. 

For^. You mean, to bear me, not to bear with me ; 
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me • 

Because that I am little, like an ape, 

He thinks that you should bear me on your shoulder*. 

Buck. With what a sharp-provided wit he reasons I 
Xo mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle. 

He prettily and aptly taunts himself: 

So cunning, and so young, is wonderful. 

Glo- My lord, will ’t please you pass along t 
Myself, and my good cousin Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

York, ^at, will you go unto the Tower, my lord? 
Prince, My lord protector needs will have it so. 
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Yo 7 -h. I shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why, what should you fear? 

York. Mairy, my uncle Clarence’ angry ghost j 
My gran dam told me he was muitlier’d tiiere. 

Prince. 1 fear no uncles dead. 

Glo. Nor none that live, I hope. 

Prince. An if tliey live, I hope I need not fear. 

But come, my lord, and, with a heavy heart; 

Tliinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 

[Ex. pRiN., YoiiK, Hast., Card., and Attendants. 
Buck. Think you, my lord, this little prating York 
Was not incensed “ by his subtle mother 
To taunt and sconi you thus opprobriously $ 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt : O, ’t is a parlous boy } 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable ; 

He ’s all the mother’s, from the top to toe. 

Stick. Well, let them rest. 

Gome hither, Catesby ; thou ait sworn 
As deeply to efiect what we intend. 

As closely to conceal what we impart ; 

Thou know’st our reasons urg'd upon the way ; 

What think’st thou ? is it not an easy matter 
To make William loid Hastings of our mind. 

For the instalment of this noble duke 
In the seat royal of this famous isle ? 

Cate. He, for his father’s sake, so loves the prince, 
That he will not be won to aught against him. 

Bwk. What think’st thou then of Stanley ? will not 
he? 

Cate. He will do all in all as Hastings doth. 

Buck. Well then, no more but this : Go, gentle 
Catesby, 

And, as it were far off, sound thou lord Hastings 
How he doth, stand affected to our purpose ; 

And summon him to-morrow to the Tower, 

To sit about the coronation. 

Xncens«d-~-iiicited. 
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thou dost find him tractable to 
ilcourage him, and tell him all our reasons : 
he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 

W’. thou so too ; and so break off the talk, 
fd give us notice of his inclination : 

ArT we to-morrow hold divided councils, 

T'' herein thyself shalt highly be employ’d. 

Gh. Commend me to lord William: tell him, 
Catesby, 

His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-castle ; 

And bid my lord, for joy of this good news. 

Give mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more. 

Buck. -Good Catesby, go, effect this business soundly. 
Cate. My good lords both, with all the heed I can. 
Glo. Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere we sleep ? 
Cate. You shall, my lord. 

Glo. At Crosby-house, there shall you find us both. 

[Exit Catesby. 

Btcck. Now, my lord, whal shall we do, if we per- 
ceive 

Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots ? 

Glo, Chop off his head ; — something we will deter- 
mine : — 

And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables 
Whereof the king my brother was possess’d. 

Buck. I ’ll claim that promise at yom* grace’s hand. 
Gh, And look to have it yielded with all kindness. 
Come, let us sup betimes ; that afterwards 
We may digest our complots in some form. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — Before Lord Hastings’s Home. 
Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, my lord I 
Hast. [Within^ '^^o knocks ? - 


[KnocHng. 
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Mess, One from the lord Stanley. — 

Bast, IWithin,] What is ’t o’clock 1 ^ide. 

Mess. Upon the stroke of four. it 

Enter Hastings. 

Bast, Cannot my lord Stanley sleep these tedi*^ 
nights ? 

Mess, So it appears by that I have to say. ^ 

First, he commends him to your noble self. » 

What then? 

Mess. Then certifies your lordship, that this night 
He dreamt the boar had rased oflF his helm : 

Besides, he says, there are b councils kept ; 

And that may be determiii’^d at the one. 

Which may make you and him to rue at th other. 
Therefore he sends to know your lordship’s pleasure,— 
If you will presently take horse with him, 

And with all speed post with him toward the north, 

To shun the danger that his soul divines. 

Hast, Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord : 

Bid him not fear the separated councils : 

His honour and myself are at the one, 

And at tihe other is my good friend Catesby ; 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us 
Whereof I shall not have intelligence. 

Tell him, his fears are shallow, without instance :• 

And, for his dreams, I wonder he ’s so simple 
To trust the mockery of imquiet slumbers : 

To fly ike boar, before the boar pursues. 

Were to incense the boar to foUow us. 

And make pursuit where he did mean no chase. 

Go, bid thy master rise and come to me ; • 

And we will both together to the Tower, ^ 

Where, he shall see, the boar will use us kindly. 

Mess. 1 11 go, my lord, and tell him what ynu say. 

lEsidt 

* The word instance signifies here, as in other passages of 
Shakspere, example* fact inproqf, corrdboratimu 
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'^ate. Many good morrows to my noble lord - . . ^ 
Good morrow, Catesby ; you are early stOTi**c 
news, what news, in this our tottering state - 
^Oaie. It is a ruling world, indeed, my lord ; 

I believe will never stand upright 
7 ill Richard wear the garland of the realm- 
. Hast How 1 wear the garland ! dost thou mean tJ 


jp crown I 

r Cate. Ay, my good lord. 

Hast. I ’ll have this crown of mine cut from n 
shoulders 


Before I ’ll see the crown so foul misplac’d. 

But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it f 

Cate> Ay, on my life ; and hopes to find you forwa 
Upon liis party, for th<§ gain thereof : 

And, thereupon, he sends you this good news, — - 
That, this same very day, your enemies. 

The kindred of the queen, must die at Pomfret. 

Hast. Indeed, I am no mourner for that news. 
Because they have been still my adversaries : 

But, that I ’ll give my voice on Richard’s sid^ 

To bar my masters heirs in true descent, 

God knows, I will not do it, to the death. 

Cate. God keep your lordsliip in that gracious mn 
Hast But I shall laugh at this a twelvemonth hen 
That they which brought me in my master's hate, 

I live to look upon their tragedy. 

Well, Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older, 

I ’ll send some packing that yet think not on ’t. 

*Cate. ’T is a vile thing to die, my gracious lora. 
When men aie unprepar’d, and look not for it- 
Hast O monstrous, monstrous! and so falls it oi 
Witli Rivers, Vaughan, Grey : and so 't will do 
With some men else, who think themselves as safe 
As thou and I ; who, as thou know’st, are dear 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 
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Cafe. The princes both make high account of you, — 
For they account his head upon the bridge. [Aside, 
Mast. I know they do ; and I have well deserv’d it 

Enter Stanley. 

Come on, come on ; where is your boar-spear, man ? 
Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided ? 

Stan, My lord, good morrow; and good morrow, 
Catesby : — 

You may jest on, but, by the holy rood, 

I do not like these several councils, L 
Mast. My lord, I hold my life as dear as yours ; 

And never, in my days, I do prote^ 

Was it so precious to me as : 

Think you, but that I know SSrstate secure, 

I would be so triumphant as I am % 

Stan. The lords at Pomfret, when they rode from 
London, 

Were jocund, and suppos’d their states were sure. 

And they, indeed, had no cause to mistrust ; 

But yet, you see, how soon the day o’ercast. 

This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt ; 

Pray God, I say, I prove a needless coward ! 

What, shall we toward the Tower? the day is spent. 
Mast. Come, come, have with you.' — ^Wot you what, 
my lord ? 

To-day the lords you talk of are beheaded. 

Stan, They, for their truth, might better wear their 
heads, 

Than some that have accus’d them wear their hats. 

But come, my lord, let ’s away. 

E7iter a Pursuivant. ^ 

Mast. Go on before, I ’ll talk with this good fellow, 
[Exeunt Stanley mid Catesby. 
How now, sirrah ? how goes the world with thee? 

Purs. The bettei* that your lordship please to ask. 
VOL. VI. . Y 
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I tell tihiee, man, *t is better with me now, 
Than when thou mett’st me last where now we meet : 
Then was I going prisoner to the Tower, 

By the suggestion of the queen’s allies ; 

But pow, I tell thee, (keep it to thyself,) 

This day those enemies are put to death. 

And I in better state than e’er I was. 

Purs, God hold it, to your honour’s good content I 
Hast. Gramercy, fellow : There, drink that for me. 

[growing him his purse. 
Purs, I thank your honour. [Exit Pursuivant. 


Enter a Priest. 

Pr, Well met, my lord; I am glad to see your 
honour. 

Hast. I thank thee, good sir John, with all my heart. 
I am in your debt for your last exercise ; 

Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you. 

Pr, I ’ll wait upon your lordship. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Bueh, What, talking with a priest^ lord chamber- 
lain? 

Your friends at Pomfret they do need the priest ; 

Your honour hath no shriving work in hand. 

Hast, ’Good faith, and when I met this holy man, 
The men you talk of came into my mind. 

What, go you toward the Tower % 

Buck, I do, my lord ; but long I cannot stay there : 
I shall return before your lordship thence. 

Hast. Nay, like enough, for I stay dinner there. 
Buck. And supper too, although thou know’st it not 

[Aside, 

Come, will you go $ 

Hast, I ’ll wait upon your lordship. [Exeimt. 
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SCENE III.— Pomiret. Before the Castle. 

Enter Ratcliff, with a guards conducting Ritebs, 
Grey, and Vaughan, to execution. 

Riv. Sir RicTiard Raf cliff, let me tell thee this, — 
To-day shalt thou behold a subject die, 

For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. 

Greg. God keep the prince from all the pack of 
you! 

A knot you are of damned bloodsuckers. 

Vaugh. You live that shall cry woe for this here- 
after. 

Rat Despatch ; the limit of your lives is out. 

Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret I O thou bloody prison. 
Fatal and ominous to noble peers ! 

Within the guilty closure of thy walls 
Richard the second here was hack’d to death : 

And, for more slander to thy dismal seat, 

We give to thee our guiltless blood to drink. 

Greg. Now Margaret’s curse is fallen upon our 
heads. 

When she exclaim’d on Hastings, you, and I, 

For standing by when Richard stabb’d her son. 

Riv. Then curs’d she Richard, then curs’d she Buck- 
ingham, 

Then curs’d she Hastings : — O, remember, God, 

To hear her prayer for them, as now for us ! 

And for my sister, and her princely sons, 

Be satisfied, dear God, with our true blood, 

Which, as thou know’st, unjustly must be spilt ! 

Rat Make haste, die hour of death is expiate.* 

Riv. Gome, Grey, — come, Vaughan, — let us here 
embrace : 

Farewell, until we meet again in heaven, f Exmmt 
* i?.Tpiaf€— expired. 
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SCENE IV, — ^London. A Boom in the Tower, 

Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, the Bishop of 
Ely, Batcliff, Lovbl, and others, sitting at a 
table : Officers of the council attending. 

Mast, Now, noble peers, the cause why we are met 
Is, to determine of the coronation ; 

In God’s name, speak, when is the royal day ? 

Buck, Are all tilings ready for that royal time f 
Sta7i, They are 5 and wants but nomination. 

JSlg, To-morrow then I judge a happy day. 

Buck. Who knows the loid piotecloi’s mind herein ? 
Who is most inward ^ with the noble duke ? 

Big, Your grace, we diink, should soonest know his 
mind. 

Buck, We know each other’s faces : for our hearts, - 
He knows no more of mine than I of yours j 
Nor I of his, my lord, than you of mine : 

Lord Hastings, you and he are near in love. 

Mast, I thmk his grace, I know he loves me well x 
But, for his purpose in die coronation, 

I have not sounded him, nor he deliver’d 
His gracious pleasuie any way therein : 

But you, my honomable loids, may name the time; 
And in the duke’s behalf I ’ll give my voice, 

Which, I presume, he ’ll take in gentle part, 

Brder Glostbr. 

BVy, In happy tim^ here comes the duke himself. 
Glo, My noble lords and cousins all, good morrow : 
I have been long a sleeper ; but, I tmst^ 

My absence do^ neglect no great design. 

Which by my presence might have been concluded. 
Buck, Had you not come upon your cue, my lord, 


inward— iutimate— in confidence. 
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William lord Hastings had pronoiinc‘‘d yonr part— 

of thJkxng, 

Glo, Hastings no man might ho 

His lordship ^oVs me weU, and loves me well. 

My lord of Ely, when I was last in Holborn, 

I saw good strawberries in your garden there : 

I do beseech you send for some of them. 

Ely. Marry and will, my lord, with all my heart. 

Glo, Cousin of Buckingham, a word with^^uf 

^ , -r , , , , , [Takes him aside, 

Catesby hath sounded Hastings in our business : 

And finds the testy^ gentleman so hot 
That he will lose his head, ere give consent 
His master’s child, as worshipfully he terms it, 

Sh^l lose the royalty of England’s throne. 

Buck. Withdraw yourself awhile, I ’ll go with you. 

™ [jS'aremf Gloster and Buckingham. 
btan. We have not yet set down this day of triumph, 
p-morrow, m my judgment, is too sudden: 

For I m5-self am not so well provided, 

As else I would be, were the day prolong’d. 

, Re-enter Bishop op Er.T. 

Ely. mere is my lord the duke of Gloster? I have 
sent for these strawberries. 

East. His grace looks cheerfully and smooth thia 
morning ; 

There ’s some conceit or other likes him well 
When that he bids good morrow with such spirit 
I think there ’s ne’er a man in Christendom 
Gan lesser hide his love or hate than he \ 

For by Iiis face straight shall you know his heart. 

Stan., yvhat of his heart perceive you in his iace. 

By any livelihood*^ he show’d to-day f 

* Xwe/tAoo<l--lireliaess--ciieerfttlne^ 



S88 KING RICHAKD III. [Act III. 

Hcost. Marry, that with no man here he is oilended } 
For were he, he had shown it in his looks. 

JRe-enter Gloster and Buckingham. 

Gh, I pray you all, tell me what they deserve 
That do conspire my death with devilish plots 
Of damned witchcraft ; and that have prevail’d 
Upon my body with their hellish charms ? 

Hast The tender love I bear your grace, my lord, 
Makes me most forward in this princely presence 
To doom the offenders, whosoever they be ; 

I say, my lord, they have deserved death. 

Glo. Then be your eyes the witness of their evil I 
Look how I am bewitch'd ; behold mine arm 
Is, like a blasted sapling, wither’d up : 

And this is Edward’s wife, that monstrous witch. 
Consorted with that harlot^ strumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 

Hast If they have done this deed, my noble lord, — 
Glo, Iff thou protector of this damned strumpet, 
Talk’st thou to me of ifs ? — Thou art a traitor : — 

Off with his head : — now, by saint Paul I swear, 

I will not dine until I see &e same ! 

Level and Eatcliflf, look that it be done ; 

The rest that love me, rise, and follow me. 

\JE,xmnt Council, with Gloster and Buckingham 
Hast Woe, woe for England! not a whit for me ; 
For I, too fond, might have prevented this : 

Stanley did dream the boar did rase his helm ; 

And I did scorn it, and disdain’d to fly. 

Three times to-day my foot-cloth horse did stumble, 
And started, when he look’d upon the Tower, 

As loth to bear me to the slaughterhouse. 

O, now I need the priest that spake to me : 

I now repent I told the pursuivant^ 

A» too triumphing, how mine enemies 
To-day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher’d. 
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And I myself secure in grace and favour. 

O, Margaret, Margaret 1 now thy heavy curse 
Is lighted on poor Hastings’ wretched head. 

Mat Come, come, despatch, the duke would be at 
dinner ; 

Make a short shrift, he longs to see your head. 

Hast 0 momentary grace of mortal men, 

Which we more hunt for than the grace of ^odl 
Who builds his hope in air of your good looks, 

Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast ; 

Ready, with every nod, to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 

Lov. Come, come, despatch ; ’t is bootless to exclaim. 
Hast 0, bloody Richard I — miserable England ! 

I prophesy the fearfull’st time to thee 
That ever wretched age hath look’d upon. 

Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head : 

■ They smile at me who shortly shall be dead. lEa:eunt 

SCENE V . — The same. The Tower Walls. 

Enter Gloster and Buckingham, in rotten armonr, 
maroellous ill-favoured.^ 

Glo. Come, cousin, canst thou quake and change thy 
colour, 

Murther thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then again begin, and stop again. 

As if thou wert distraught and mad with terror ? 

Much. Tatyl can counterfeit the deep tragedian ; 
Speak, and look back, and pry on every side, 

Tremble and start at wagging of a straw, 

Intending ^ deep suspicion : ghastly looks 
Are at my servjice, like enforced smiles j 
And both are ready in their offices, 

*■ This is the quaint stage direction of the folio edition of 
1623 « 

b Intending — ^pretending. 
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At any time, to grace my stratagems. 

But what, is Catesby gone? ^ 

(?Zo. He is ; and, see, he brmgs the mayor along. 

Enter the Lord Mayor and Catksbt. 

Buck, Lord mayor, — 

Glo. Look to the drawbridge there. 

Hark! admm. 

Glo. Catesby, o’erlook the walls. 

Buck. Lord Mayor, the reason we have sent-- 
Glo. Look back, defend thee, here are enemies. 

Buck. God and our innocency defend and guard us . 

Enter Lovel and Ratclief, with Hastings^ head. 
Glo. Be patient, they are friends *, Ratcliff and Lovel. 
Lov. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor. 

The dansrerous and unsuspected Hastings. 

ho. So dear I lov’d the man, that I must weep. 

I took him for the plainest harmless creature 
That breath’d upon the earth a Christian ; 

Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded 
The history of all her secret thoughts : ... 

So smooth he daub’d his vice with show of virtue, 

That his apparent open guilt omitted,—* 

I mean, his conversation with Shore s wife,— 

He liv’d from all attainder of suspects. 

Buck. Well, well, he was toe covert st shelter d 

traitor 
That ever liv’d. 

Would you imagine, or almost believe, 

(Were ’t not diat, by great preservatira, 

We live to tell it you,) the subtle traitor 
Tliis day had plotted, in , 

To murther me, and my good lord of Gloster 1 
MflV* Had he done SO? • 

Glo. What I think you we are Turks or infidels 1 
Or that we would, against the form of law, 
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Proceed thus rashly in the villain’s death. 

But that the extreme peril of the case, 

The peace of England, and our persons safety, 

Enforc’d us to this execution? 

May, Now, fair befall you ! he deserv d his death; 
And your good graces both have well proceeded, 

To warn false traitors from the like attempts. 

I never look’d for better at his hands, 

After he once fell in with mistress Shore. 

Glo, Yet had we not determin’d he should die, 

Until your lordship came to see his end ; 

Which now the loving haste of these our friends. 
Something against our meaning, hath prevented : 
Because, my lord, we would have had you heard 
The traitor speak, and timorously confess 
The manner and the purpose of his treasons ; 

That you might well have signihed the same 
Unto the citizens, who, haply, may 
Misconster us in him, and wail his death. 

May, But, my good lord, your grace’s word shall 
serve 

As well as I had seen and heard him speak : 

And do not doubt, right noble princes both. 

But I ’ll acquaint our duteous citizens 
With all your just proceedings in this case. 

G/o. And to that end we wish’d your lordship hcre^ 
To avoid the censures of the carping world. 

Buck. But since you came too late of our intent. 

Yet witness what you hear we did intend : 

And so, my good lord mayor, we bid farewell. 

[Bsdt Lord Mayor, 

Gh, Go after, after, cousin Buckingham. 

The mayor towards Guildhall hies him^ in all post : 
There, at your meetest vantage of the time. 

Infer the bastardy of Edward’s children : 

Tell them, how Edward put to death a citizen, 

Only for saying he would make his son 
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Heir to the crown ; meaning, indeed, his house, 

Which by the sign thereof waS- termed so. 

Moreoyer, argS'his hateful luxury, I 

And bestial appetite in change of lu^ ; 

Which stretch’d unto their servants, daughters, wives/ 
Even where his raging eye, or savage heait, 

Without control lust^ to mahe a prey. ? 

Nay, for a need, thus far come near my person : — 

Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Of that insatiate Edward, noble York, 

My princely father, then had wars in France ; 

And, by true computation of the time, 

Found that the issue was not ^ begot j 
Which well appeared in his lineamente, 

Being nothing like the noble duke my father : 

Yet touch this sparingly, as ’t were far oft’; 

Because, my lord, you Imow my mother lives. 

BxicK Doubt not, my lord : 1 11 play the orator, 

As if the golden fee for which I plead^ 

Were tfor myself : and so, my lord, adieu, 

Glo, If you thrive wdl, bring them to Baynard’s 
castle; 

Where you shall find me well accompanied 
With reverend fathers, and well-learned bishops. 

Buck. 1 go ; and, towards three or four o’clock, 

Book for the news that the Guildliall afi’ords. 

[Exit Buckingham. 

Glo. Go, Lovel, with all speed to doctor Shaw. 

Go thou [to Cate. \ to friar Penker ; — bid them both 
Meet me, within this hour, at Baynard’s castle. 

[Exeunt Lovel and Catesby. 
Now will I go, to take some privy order 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight ; 

And to give order, that no manner person ^ 

Have, any time, recourse unto the princes- [Exit. 

* manner person. This is the reading of the folio, and is 
a common ii’iom of oar old language. 
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SCENE VI.— ^ Street. 

Enter a Scrivener. 

Scriv. Here is £he indictment of tlie good lord Hast- 
ings; 

Which in a set hand fairly is engross’d, 

That it may be to-day read o’er in Paul’s. 

And mark how well the seq^uel hangs together : 

Eleven hours I have spent to write it over. 

For yesternight by Catesby was it sent me 5 
The precedent was full as long a doing : 

And yet within these five hours Hastings liv’d. 
Untainted, unexamin’d, free, at liberty. 

Here ’s a good world the while I Who is so gross 
That cannot see this palpable device ? 

Yet who so bold but says he sees it not? 

Bad is the world 5 and all will come to nought, 

When such ill dealing must be seen in thought. lExit. 

SCENE VII. — The same. Court 
Castle. 

Enter Gloster and Buckingham, meeting. 

do. How now, how now ? what say the citizens ? 
Buck, Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The citizens are mum, say not a word. 

do. Touch’d you the bastardy of Edward’s children? 
Buck, I did; with his contract with lady Lucy, 
And his contract by deputy in France ; 

The insariate greediness of his desire, 

And his enforcement of the city wives ; 

His tyranny for trifles ; his own bastardy, 

As being got, your father then in France ; 

And his resemblance being not like the duke. 

Withal, I did infer your lineament^ 

Being the right idea of your father. 

Both in your form and nobleness of mind : 
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Laid open all yotir victories in Scotland, 

Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace, 

Tour bounty, virtue, fair humility ; 

Indeed, left nothing fitting for your purpose 
Untouch’d, or slightly handled, in discourse. 

And, when my oratory grew toward * end, 

I bade them that did love their country’s good 
Cry — God save Richard, England’s loyal king I ” 
Glo. And did they so ? 

3uck, JSTo, so God help me, they spake not a word; 
But, like dumb statuas ^ or breathing stones, 

Star’d each on other, and look’d deadly pale. 

Which when I saw I reprehended them ; 

And ask’d the mayor, what meant this wilful silence : 
His answer was, the people were not used 
To be spoke to but by the recorder. 

Then he was urg’d to tell my tale again ; — 

“ Thus saith the duke, thus hath the duke inferr’d j” 
But nothing spoke in warrant from himself. 

When he had done, some followers of mine own, 

At lower «id o’ the hall, hurl’d up their caps> 

And some ten voices cried, ‘‘ God save king Richard I ” 
And thus I took the vantage of those few, — 

“ Thpiks, gentle citizens, and friends,’* quoth 1; 

“ This general applause, and cheerful shout. 

Argues your wisdom, and your love to Richard 
And even here brake off, and came away. 

GIq» What tongueless blocks were they! Would 
they not speak ? 

Will not the mayor then and his brethren come? 

Buck. The mayor is here at hand : intend some fear j 
Be not you spoke with but by mighty suit : 

And look you, get a prayer-book in your hand, 

And stand between two ctiurchmen, good my lord ; 


« Tomara,, in the folio; the quartos, io an, 
b The word here, as well as in ‘ The Two Gentle- 

men of Verona* (Act IV. Scene 4), probably means pieture. 
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For on that grounii I ’ll make a holy descant : 

And be not easily won to our requests ; 

Play the maid s part, still answer nay, and take it. 

Gh. I go : And if you plead as well for them 
As I can say nay to thee for myself, 

N 0 doubt we ’ll bring it to a happy issue. 

Bwik. Gk), go, up to the leads ; the lord mayor knocks. 

[ExU Glostkr. 

Enter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and CitisEens. 
Welcome, my lord : I dance attendance herej 
I think the duke will not be spoke withal. 

Enter from the castle^ Cates by. 

T'Tow, Catesby I what says your lord to my request f 
Cate, He doth entreat your grace, my noble lord. 

To visit him to-morrow, or next day : 

He is within, with two right reverend fathers. 

Divinely bent to meditation : 

And in no worldly suits would he be mov’d, 

To draw him from his holy exercise. 

Buck. Return, good Catesby, to the gracious duke j 
Tell him, myself, tlie mayor and aldermen, 

In deep designs, in matter of great moment 
No less importing than our general good, 

Are come to have some conference with his grace. 

Cate. I ’ll signify so much unto him straight. [Enit 
Buck, Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an RdwardI 
He IS not lulling on a lewd love-bed. 

But on his knees at meditation ; 

Not dallying with a brace of courtezans. 

But meditating with two deep vines ; 

Not sleeping, to engross® his idle body. 

But praying, to enrich hisu watchful soul : 

Happy w^e England would this virtuous prince 
Take on his grace the sovereignty thereof: 

But, sure, I fear we shall not win him to it. 

“■ BngroK — to make gross. 
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May. Marrjr, God defend his grace should say i 
Bad. I f^ will : Here Cateshy comes again 
Re-enter Gatesby. 


w. ~»bi« 

Such troops of citizens to come to him, 

His grace not being warn’d thereof ^ejore ; 

He fears, my lord, you mean no good to him. 

Buck, Sorry I am my noble cousin shouia 
Suspect me, that I mean no good to him : 

By Heaven, we come to him in perfect ; , « 

And so once more return and tell his grace. [Bxtz 
When holv and devout religious men 
Are at their beads, ’t is much to draw them thence ; 
So sweet is zealous contemplation. 


BfOer Gloster, in a gallery above, between Two 
Bishops. Catesby returns, 

Mag, See, where Ins grace stands ’tween two clerg 
men I . . • 

Buck, Two props of virtue for a Christian pnnce, 
To stay him from the fall of vmity : 

And, see^ a book of prayer in his hand ; 

True ornaments to Imow a holy man. 

Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince, 

I»end fevourable ear to our requests 5 
And pardon us the interruption 
Of th^evotion and right Christian zeal. 

Glo. My lord, there needs no such apology ; 

I do beseech your grace to pardon me, 

Who, earnest in the service of my God, 

Dcferr'd the visitation of my friends. 

But, leaving this, what is your grace’ s pleasme ? 

Btwk. Even that, I hope, which pleaseth God abo 
And all good men of this ungm^em’d isle. 
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Gh. I do suspect I have done some offence, 

That seems disgracious in the city’s eye ; 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buck* You have, my lord : Would it might please 
your grace, 

On our entreaties, to amend your fault ! 

Glo* Else wherefore breathe I in a Christian land % 
Buck, Know, then, it is your fault, that you resign 
The supreme seat, the throne majestical, 

The sceptred office of your ancestors. 

Your state of fortune, and your due of birth, 

The lineal glory of your royal, house, 

To the corruption of a blemish’d stock : 

Whiles, in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts, 
(Which here we waken to our country’s good,) 

The noble isle doth want her proper limbs ; 

Her face defac’d with scars of inkmy, 

Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants, 

And almost shoulder’d in the swallowing gulf 
Of dark forgetfulness and deep oblivion. 

Which to recure we heartily solicit 
Your gracious self to take on you the charge 
And kingly government of this your land : 

Not as protector, steward, substitute, 

Or lowly factor for another’s gain ; 

But as successively, from blood to blood, 

Your right of birth, your empery, your owm 
For this, consorted with the citizens, 

Your very worshipful and loving friends, 

And by ieir vehement instigation, 

In this just cause come I to move your grace. 

Gh, I caimot tell, if to depart in silence. 

Or bitterly to speak in your reproof, 

Best fitteth my degree, or your condition : 

If not to answer, you might haply think, 

Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty. 
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WHdb fondly yoa wonld li^re impose on me ; 

If tn reprove yon for fhis suit of yours, 

So season'd with your faithfol love to 
Then, on the other side, I check'd my fn^ds. 
Therefore,— to sj^k, and to avoid the J 
Axid then, in speaking, not to incur the last, 
Definitively thus I answer you. 

Your love deserves my thanks ; but my dese.t 
Unmeritable shuns your high request. 

Firsh if all obstacles were cut away, 

And that my path were even to the crown. 

As the ripe revenue and due of birm ; 

Yet so much is my poverty of spirit. 

So mighty, and so many, my defects. 

That I would rather hide me from my greatness. 
Being a bark to brook no mighty sea. 

Than in my greatness covet to be hi<^ 

And in the vapour of my glory smother a. 

But, God be thank’d, there is no need ot me 5 
( Att^ Hiuch I need to help you, were there need 5; 
The royal tree hath left ns royal t™t, 

Which, mellow’d by the stealing hours of ume^ 
Will well become the seat of majesty, ^ 

And make, no doubt, us happy by bis reign. 

On him I lay that you would lay on me, 

The right and fortune of his happy stars, ^ 
WTiich God defend that I should wring fmm nun 
Btick. My l<a^ this argues conscience m your f 
But the respects thereof are nice and trivial, 

All circumstances well considered. 

You say that Edward is your brother’s son ; 

So say we too, but not by Edward’s wife : 

For first was he contract to lady Lucy, — 

Your mother lives a witness to his vow ; 

And afterwards by substitute betroth’d 
To Bona, sister to tlie king of Ranee. 

These IxSth put off, a poor petitioner. 
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A care-craz’d mother to a many sonis, 

A beauty-waning and distressed widow. 

Even in the afternoon of her best days, 

Made prize and purchase of his wanton eye. 

Seduc’d the pitch and height of his degree 
To base declension and loath’d bigamy j 
By her, in liis unlawful bed, he got 
This Edward, whom our manners call the prince* 
More bitterly could I expostulate, 

Save that, for reverence to some alive, 

I give a sparing limit to my tongue. 

Then, good my lord, take to your royal self 
This pi offer’d benefit of dignity : 

If not to bless us and the land withal, 

Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry 
From the corruption of abusing time, 

Unto a lineal true-derived course. 

Mhy.’ Do, good my lord j your citizens entreat you. 
Buck. Refuse not, mighty lord, this proffer’d love. 
Cate. 0 make them joyful, grant their lawful suit, 
Glo. Alas, why would you heap this care on me t 
I am unfit for state and majesty : 

I do beseech you, take it not amiss ; 

I cannot, nor I will not yield to you. 

Buck. If you refuse it, — as in love and zeal, 

Loth to depose the child, your brother’s son, 

As well we know your tenderness of heart, 

And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse, 

Which we have noted in you to your kindred. 

And equally, indeed, to all estates, — 

Yet know, whe’r you accept our suit or no, 

Your brother’s son shall never reign our king f 
But we will plant some other in the throng 
To the disgrace and downfal of your house. 

And in this resolution here we leave you j — 

Gome, citizens, we will entreat no more. 

VOL. VI. z 
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Gto. O. do not swear, 

Cate. Call fliem again, sweet prince, accept then 

If you de^'lhem, all the land will rue it ^ 

^ Glo Will you enforce me to a world of cares . 

Albeit against my conscience and y 

Re-enter BooniNaHAM, and ths rest. 

Cousin of Buckingham, and sage grave men, 
you will buckle fortune on my back, 

To?^ her burthen, whe’r I will or no 
I must have patience to endure the load . 

Kblack scandal, or foul.fac;d reproach. 

Attend the sequel of J®® „„ 

mere enforcement shall acqnitta nro me 
Vram all (he impure blots and stains thereof. 

doth kC* and you may ^y sue, 

fr In min-s^you shall but say the truth. 

Biidb Then I°salute you with this royal title, 
J^iwe king Richard, England’s worthy king! 

B^^“morrow may it please you t® ^e ®roim’d1 
Gto Evm when you please, for you will have it so. 

Su^ To-morrow, then, we -will attend your grace, 

And so most joyfully we take ®®V^^ ■ 

Glo. Come, let us to our holy work ^mn^ 

Farewell, my cousin ;-farewell. gentle friends, l^s:. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE l,'-^Before ihe Tower. 

Milter^ on one sidey Queen Elizabeth^ Duchess of 
York» and Marquis op Dorset ; on the other. 
Anne Duchess of Gloster, leading Lady Mar- 
garet Plantagenet, Clarence’s young daughter. 

Buch. Who meets us here?— my niece^ Plantagenet, 

Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloster? 

Now, for my life, she ’s wand'ring to the Tower, 

On pure heart’s love, to greet the tender prince. 
Daughter, well met. 

Anne. God give your graces both 

A happy and a joyful time of day ! 

Q. Eliz. As much to you, good sister ! Whither 
away? 

Anne. No further than the Tower ; and, as I guess, 
Upon the like devotion as yourselves, 

To gratulate the gentle princes there. 

Q, Eliz. Kind sister, thanks ; we ’ll enter all to- 
gether : 

Enter Brakenbury. 

And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes. 

Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave. 

How doth the prince, and my young son of York 1 
Brak, Eight well, dear madam : By your patledc% 

I may not suffer you to visit them j 
The king hath strictly charg’d the contrary, 

Q. Eliz. The king ! who ’s that ? » 

' I mean the lord protector. 

^(fice—grand-daughier. In ^Othello’ nephews are put for 
giMtidchilclren. 
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Q Tlie Loid protect him from that Singly title ’ 

Hath he set bounds between their love and me “ 

T fl-m flimr mother, who shall bar me fiom them , 
XX I am th^ father’s mother, I will see them. 
Anne. Their aunt I am in law, in love their mother 
Then bring me to their sights ; 1 11 bear thy blarney . 
And take thy office from thee, on ray peril. ^ 

Brah No, madam, no, I may not leave xt so; 

T am hound by oath, and therefore pardon me. 
lambouna j BraKENBUBT 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour benc^ 
And I ’ll salute yoxir grace of York as mother. 

And reverend looker-on, of two fair queens. ^ 

Come madam, you must straight to Westminster, 

’ [To the Duchess of Glosteh 

There to be crowned Richard’s royal queen. 

Q, JSK*. Ah, cut my lace asunder ! 

Ti^t my pent lieaxt may have some scope to beat, 

Or else I swoon with this dead-killing news. 

Arme. Despiteful tidings ! O unpleasing news . 
Dor. Be of good cheer : Mother, how fares your grace 
Q. Bliz. O Dorset, speak not to me, get thee gone, 
Death and destruction dog thee at thy heels ; 

Thy mother’s name is ominous to cliildren : 

If thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas. 

And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell. 

Go, hie thee, hie thee, from this slaughterhouse. 

Lest thou increase the number of the dead ; 

Aud make me die the thrall of Margaret's curse, — 
Nor mother, wife, nor England’s counted queen. 

Stan. Full of wise care is this your counsel, madan 
Take all the swift advantage of tlxe hours ; 

You shall have letters from me to my son 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way : 

Be not ta'en tardy by unwise delay. 
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O iTl-dispersing wind of misery ! 

^ womb, the bed of death : 

A Mckatrice hast thou hatch’d to the world, 
t-inavoided eye is murtherous 1 
^ome, madam, come ; I in all haste was sent. 

4 “^ Andlwithallraiwillmgnesswillgo. 

0 Vould to God that the inclusive verge 
Of widen metal that must round my brow 
Wefe red-hot steel, to s^ me to the brain ! 

A let me be with deadly venom ; 

die ere men can say— God save the queen ! 

‘ Q Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy glory, 

f^d my humour ; wish thyself no harai. 

why*? — When he that IS my husband now 
ralTtome/as I follow’d HeniT’scors^^^ 

scarce the blood was well wash’d from his hands. 
'V^ich issued from my o&er angel husband. 

And that dear saint which then I weeping lollow d; 
n when I say, I look’d on Richard s face, 

ThiT wa^ my wish,-- Be thou ” quoth I, “ accurs d, 
wiakinK me, so young, so old a widow ! 

Amd whenliiou wedd’st let son-ow haunt tliy bed } 
And be thy 

More miserable by the life of thee. 

Than thou hast made me by my dear lord s death ! 

TjO ere I can repeat this curse again. 

Within so small a time, my woman’s heart 
Grossly grew captive to his honey words. 

And nrov’d the subject of mine own soul s curse ; 
Which hitherto hath held mine eyes from rest : 

For never yet one hour in his bed 
Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleem 
But witih bis timorous dreams was sbll awak d. 
Besides, be baies me for my father Warwick 5 
And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of ine. ^ ^ 

Q Blix Poor heart, adieu ! I pity thy complaining. 
No more than widi my soul I mourn for youxa 
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rw ^"arewell, thou woeful welcomer of glory 
Anne. Adieo, l>oor soul, that tak’st thy leave o 
Thieh Oo thou to Richmond, and good fortx:me 
* theel [2"o I>o 

Go tkwx to Richard, aud good angels tend th^I 

IJTo j 

Go thou to sanctuary, and good thoughts possess i 

[To Q. Eliza 

I to my grave, where peace and rest lie with me I 
Eighty odd yea« of sorrow have I seen, 

And 4ch hour’s joy wrack d with a week of teen. 
Q. Stay; yet look back, with me, nn 

Tower. 

ancient stones, those tpder babes. 
Whom envy hath immur’d within your walls I 
Rc^h cradle for such little pretty ones ! 

Rude raseed nurse I old sullen playfellow 
Em te^S princes, use my babies well ! 
jSo fi)oli^ sorrow bids your stones farewell. 


SCENE n.— A Boom of $taie in the JBalat 

Flourish of trumpets. Richard, as Kinffy upt 
throne ,* Buckingham, Catesby, a Pag^j 
others. 

K. Rich. Stand all apart. Cousin of Buckingh 
Buch. My gracious sovereign. 

Ei RicTi. Give me thy hand. Thus high, h 
advic^ 

And thy assistance, is king Richard seated : 

But shall we wear these glories for a day I 
Or shall they last, and we rqoice in them f 

Buck. S^ll live they, and for ever let them las 
K. Rich. Ah, Buckingham, now do I play the t 
To try if thou be current gold, indeed : 

* Teen — sorrow. ^ Touch — ^touchstono 
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Young Edward lives ;~ThiiiLk now what I would 
speak. 

Bwls. Say on, my loving lord. 

K, Rich. Why, Buckingham, I say I would be king. 
Biwh. Why, so you are, my thrice-renowned lord. 
K. Rich. Ha I am I king % is so : but Edward 
lives. 

Btich. True, noble prince. 

K. Rich. O bitter consequence 

That Edward still should live ! — True, noble prince ! — 
Cousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull : 

Shall I be plain? I wish the bastards dead; 

And I would have it suddenly perform'd. 

What say’st thou now ? speak suddenly, be brief. 

Buck. Your grace may do your pleasure. 

K.. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindn ess 
freezes : 

Say, have I thy consent that they shall die? 

Buck. Give me some little breath, some pauses dear 
lord. 

Before I positively speak in this : 

I will resolve you herein presently. \^it Buck. 

Cate. The king is angry ; see, he gnaws his lip. 

lAside. 

K. Rich. 1 will converse with iron-witted fools, 

{Descends from kia throne. 
And unrespective boys ; none are for me 
That look into me with considerate eyes. 

High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspect. 

Boy ! 

Rage. My lord. 

K. Rich. Know’st thou not any whom corrupting 
gold 

Would tempt unto a close exploit of death ? 

Page. I know a discontented gentleman, 

Whose humble means match not his haughty spirit : 

* Unre^ectvoe — inconsiderate. 
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m 

Go <&» to Schard, aud good angels tend th^! 

Go thou to sanctuary, and good thoughts pMsess thee ! 

v*o mou TO [ro Q. Elizabeth, 

I to my grave, where peace and rest lie with me ! 

Eighty odd years of sorrow have I seen, 

A A lioTir’s lov wrack <i with a week of teen- 

^y' renook back, with me, unto the 

Pitv you ancient stones, fhose tender babes, 

Wkin envy hath immur’d withm your walls I 
iWh cradle for such little pretty ones ! 

Ru^ ragged nurse! old sullen playfellow 

Fot tender princes, use my babies well I 

^0 feolMi s^w bids your stones farewell. lExeunt, 

SGEKE Moo^ of Staie in ihe PeOctce* 

Wkmiah of trumpets, Richard, as King^ upon hu 
throne; Buckinqsam, Catesbv, a Page, am 
Gtkers, 

K, Etch. Stand all apart. Cousin of Bucldngham,— 
Bitch, My gracious sovereign. , v .u 

E. Etch. Oive me thy hand. Thus high, by thy 
advice, 

At>i^ thy assistance, is king Richard seated ; 

But shall we wear these glories for a day ? 

Or ^all they last, and we rejoice in them f ' 

Buck. S^ll live they, and for ever let them last ! 

K Eich. Ah, Buckingham, now do I play the touch,* 
To ^ if tikiu be current gold, indeed : 

• sorrow. ^ To«cA— touchstone. 
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Young Edward lives: — Think now what I would 
speak. 

Bmln. Say on, my loving lord. 

K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I say I would be king. 
BwA. Why, so you are, my thrice-renowned lord. 
jK". Rich. Ha! am I king? is so : but Edward 
lives. 


Bitch. True, noble prince. 

K. Rich, O bitter consequence 

That Edward still sbould live I — ^True, noble prince !~ 
Cousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull : 

Shall I be plain ? I wish the bastards dead ; 

And I would have it suddenly perform'd. 

What say’st thou now ? speak suddenly, be brief. 

Bitch. Your grace may do your pleasure. 

K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindness 
freezes : 

Say, have I thy consent that they shall die? 

Buch. Give me some little breath, some pause, dear 
lord, 

Before I positively speak in this : 

I will resolve you herein presently. [Exit Buck. 

Cate. The king is angry j see, he gnaws nis Im, 


{Aside. 

K, Rich. I will converse with iron-witted fools, 

{Descends from his throne. 
And unrespective boys ; none are for me 
That look into me with considerate eyes. 

High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspect. 

Boy ! 

Paffe. My lord. 


K, Rich. Know’st thou not any whom corraptii^g 
gold 

Would tempt unto a close es^loit of death I 
Page. I know a discontented gendanan. 

Whose humble means match not bis haughty spirit ; 


* -incoiisiderate. 
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Gold were as good as tweirty orators. 

And will, no doubly tempt bxm io anything. 

JC, Rich, What is his name ? ^ 

His name, my lord, h Tyrr 
JST. JSicA. I partly know the man : Go, call him J 
ther, boy. ^ [JSadiS Pa-j 

The deep-revolving witty Buckingham 
No more shall be the neighbour to my counsels : 

Hath he so long held out with me untir’d. 

And stops he now for breath f — ^well, be it so. — 

JEnter Stanley. 

How now, lord Stanley? what ’s the news? 

Sian. Know, my loving lord.. 

The marquis Dorset, as I hear, is fled 
To Richmond, in the parts where he abides. 

JC Mich. Come hither, Catesby : rumour it abroac 
•Hiat Anne, my wife, is very grievous sick ; 

I will take order for her keeping close. 

Xnqture me out some mean, poor gentleman, 

Whom I will marry straight to Clarence’ daughter.— 
The boy is foolish, and I fear not him.— 
liOok, bow tliou dream’st! — I say again, give out 
That Anne my queen is sick, and like to die : 

About it ; for it stands me much upon, 

To stop all hopes whose growth may damage me. 

{Exit Cates' 

I must be married to my brother’s daughter, 

Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glass : 

Muxther her brothers, and then marry her ! 

Uncertain way of gainl But I am in ^ 

So far in blood, that sin will pluck on sin. 

Tear falling pity dwells not in this eye. 

Re-enter Page, wUh Tybrel. 

Is fhy name Tyrrel ? 

Tyr. James Tyrrel, and your most obedient subje« 
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K, Rick, Axt thouj indeed ? 

Tyr, Prove me, my gracious lord. 

K. Rick. Dar‘'st thou resolve to kill a friend of mine f 
Tyr. Please you, but I had rather kill two enemies. 
K. Rich. Why, then thou hast it ; two deep enemies* 
Foes to my rest, and my sweet sleep’s disturbers. 

Are they that I would have thee deal upon ; 

Tyrrel, 1 mean those bastards in the Tower, 

Tyr. Let me have open means to come to them. 

And soon I ’ll rid you from the fear of them. 

K. Rick. Thou sing’st sweet music. Hark, come 
hither, Tyrrel: 

Go, by this token : — ^Rise, and lend thine ear : 

[Wki^ertm 

There is no more but so : — Say, it is done, 

And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it, 

Tyr. I will despatch it shaight. [jSjwV, 

Re-enter Buckingham, 

Buck. My lord, I have consider’d in my mind 
The late request that you did sound me in. 

K, Rick. Well, let that rest. Dorset is fled to Rich- 
mond, 

Buck. I hear the news, my lord. 

R. Rick. Stanley, he is your wife’s son : — -Well look 
unto it. 

Buck. My lord, I claim the gift, my due by promise. 
For which your honour and your faith is pawn’d ; 

TI)e earldom of Hereford, and the moveables, 

Which you have promised I shall possess. 

jST. Rick. Stanley, look to your wife j if she convey 
Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it. 

Buck. What says your highness to my just request ? 
K. Rick. I do remember me, — Henry the sixth 
Did prophesy that Richmond sbwuld be king, 

When Richmond was a little peevish boy. 

A king ! — perhaps - - 
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Hare tolA^. I ]>®“g lhat I sbo|ald 
B»ek. My lord, yo^ promise for *e . 
K. Mich, Richmond I--When last 1 i 
The mayor in courtesy show d me the cq 
And call’d itRouge-mont : at winch na 
Because a bard of Ireland tcdd once 
I should not live long after I saw Richrr 

JBwcA. My lord, 

■ K. Mich. s o do 

Buck. I am thus bold to put your gra 
Of what you promis'd me. 

K Rich. 1/VeIl, hut wha 

Buck. Upon the strolce of ten. 

K-Rich. „ Well, 1 

Buck. Why, let it strike ? , , . ^ 

K: Rich. Because that, like a Jack, t 


stroke 

Betwiart thy begging and my meditation. 
I am not in the giving vein to*day. 

Btick. Why, then resolve me whether 
K. Rich. Thou troubles! me ; I am nc 
\_Exeunt 'K. i'sq Richai 
Buck. And is it thus ? repays he my < 
With such contempt? made 1 liim king 
O, let me think on Hastings ; and be goi 
To Brecknock, while my fearful head is 


SCENE III.^T5te same. 
Enter Tyrrei*. 

Tyr, The tyrannous and bloody act is 
The most arch deed of piteous massacre 

• The "Jack of the Clock-house” was an a 
Stro^ the hour npou a bell. 
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That «ver yet this land was guilty of. 

Dighton Fon-est, whom I did suborn 
To do this piece of ruthless butchery, 

Albeit they were flesh'd villains, bloody dogs, 

Melting with tenderness and mild compassion, 

Wept like to children, in their death's sad story. 

« Dighton, « lay the gentle babes,”— 

thus,” quoth Forrest, girdling one another 
W ittun their alabaster innocent arms ; 

Their lips were four red roses on a stalk. 

And, in their summer beauty, kiss’d each other. 

A book of prayers on their pillow lay: 

Whichonce,” quoth Forrest, almost chang’d my minds 
But, 0, the devil ” — there the villain stopp’d : 

When Dighton thus told on,— we smothered 
The most replenished sweet work of Nature, 

That, from the prime creation, e'er she fram’d.” 

Hence both are gone with conscience and remorse t 
They could not speak ; and so I left them both, 

To bear this tidings to the bloody king. 

Enter King Richard, 

my sovereign lord! 

K, Rich. Kind Tyrrel I am I happy in thy news ? 
Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in charge 
Beget your happiness, be happy then. 

For it is done. 

K. Rich. But didst thou see them dead! 

Tyr. 1 did, my lord. 

K. Ri^ And buried, gentle Tyrrel t 

Tyr. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried them ; 
But where, to say the truth, I do not Icnow. 

K. Rkh. Come to me, Tyrrel, soon, at after supper. 
When thou shalt tell the process of their death. 
Me^time, but think how I may do thee good. 

And be inheritor of tliy desire. 

Farewell till tlien. 
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T liuinbly take roy l^ve. 
i -n^ in ToLnce hive I pent up 
JC J^. Tbe scm matoli’d in marriag 

H“ ^*^*Rd^^^leep in Abraham’s bosom ; 
Tt» 8^ wife ha^hid this world goo^ mg 

Axffl® , Bretagne Richmond, aims 

iy Se7s daughter, 

k^Uool? ® 
tC hi go I. a 


^R^h. or bad rrews, that thou com’, 

my lord: Morton is fled to 

And Buc^ngbam, back’d with the hardy Welsi 
T * and still his power increaseth. 

^ K ^R^i^Ely with KichLnd troubles me mo 
TW d'inrStm and his rash-levied strength. 

hTrS^-d that fearful commeirtmg 
ii leaden servitor to dull delay ; . 

BeUy leads impotent and snail-pac d beggaty . 
Ham fiery expedition be my wing, 
lore’s Mercury, and herald for a king . ^ 

Oow muster men : my counsel IS my shield , 

^ must be brief when traitors brave the field. ll 
gUgj^ IV.— TAe saTiie. Before the JPah 


JEnter Queen Margaret. 

Q. Afar. So, now prosperity begins to mellow 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death. 

Here in these confines slily have I lurk d, 

X© watch the waning of mine enemies- 
A dire induction am I witness to, 

will to France ; hoping the consequence 
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Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical. 

Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret I who comes here f 

J?«^e7^uEEN Elizabeth and jfAe Duchess op yoKK. 

Q, Eliz. Ah, my poor princes I ah, my tender babes 1 
My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets 1 
If yet your gentle souls fly in the air, 

And be not fix’d in doom peipetual, 

Hover about me with your airy wings, 

And hear your mother’s lamentation I 

Q, Mar. Hover about her ; say, that right for right 
Hath dimm’d your infant mom to aged night • 
Euch. So many miseries have craz'd my voice, 

That my woe-wearied tongue is still and mute. 

Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ? 

Q. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. 

Q. Eliz. Wilt thou, O God, fly from such gentle 
lambs, 

And throw them in the entrails of the wolf? 

When didst thou sleep when such a deed was done ? 

Q. Mar. When holy Harry died, and my sweet son, 
Dnch. Dead life, blind sight, poor mortal-living 
ghost. 

Woe’s scene, world’s shame, grave’s due by life usurp’d, 
Brief abstract and record of tedious days. 

Rest thy unrest on England’s lawful earth, 

[Sitting down. 

Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood I 

Q. Eliz. Ah, that thou wouldst as soon afford a grave, 
As thou canst yield a melancholy seat ; ^ 

Then would I hide my bones, not rest them here ! 

Ah, who hath any cause to mourn but we ? • 

doim hy her. 

Q. Mar. If ancient sorrow be most reverent^ 

Give mine the benefit of seniory,*^ 

• Seniory-~^B«aioxitj. 
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And let my griefe frown On fee txp-p^ hand. 

If sorrow can admit society, {SUdngF down with ihem 
[Tell o’er your woes again by viewing mine : — J 
I had an Edward, till a Richard hill’d him 5 
I had a husband, till a Richard kill’d him : 

Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him : 
Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill’d him. 

J)^lch. I had a Richard too, and thou didst kill him ; 
I had a Rutland too, thou holp’st to kill him. 

a. Mar. Thou hadst a Clarence too, and Richard 
kill’d him. 

From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept 
A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death : 

That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worry lambs, and lap their gentle blood ; 

That foul defacer of God’s handiwork. 

That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls ; 

That excellent grand tyrant of the earth, 

’Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our graves. 

O upright, Tust, andtrue4i^sing God, 

How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the issue of his mother’ s body, 

And makes her pew-fcllow® with others moan I 
JDuch, O, Harry’s wife, triumph not in my woes j 
God witness with me, I have wept for thine. 

a Mar. Bear with me ; I am^ hungry for revenge, 
And now I cloy me with beholding it* 

Thy Edward he is dead that kill’d my Edward ; 

The other Edward dead, to quit my Edward; 

Young York he is but hoo^^ because both they 
Match not the high perfection of my loss. 

Thy Clarence he is dead that stabb’d my Edward ; 
And the beholders of ttus frantic play, 

The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey, 


• companion — occupiers of the •'ame 

b Boat. We retain the pltrase to boot, something addea ; 
the bargain, as we also still say. 


Into 
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Untimely smother’d in their dusky graves. 

Richard yet lives, hell’s black intelligencer ; 

Only reserv’d their factor, to buy souls, 

And send them thither : But at hand, at hand, 

Ensues his piteous and unpitied end : 

Earth gapes, hell bums, fiends roar, saints pray. 

To have him suddenly convey’d from hence : 

Cancel his bond of life, dear Qnd, I pray. 

That I may live to say, the dog is dead ! 

Q. Mliz. O, thou didst prophesy the time would come 
That I should wish for thee to help me curse 
That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back’d toad. 

Q. Mar. I call’d thee then, vain flourish of my fortune ; 
1 call’d thee then, poor shadow, painted queen ; 

The presentation of but what I was, 

The flattering index of a direful pageant, 

One heav’d a-bigh, to be hurl’d down below ; 

A mother only mock’d with two fair babes ; 

A dream of what thou wast; a garish flag. 

To be the aim of every dangerous shot ; 

A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble ; 

A queen in jest, only to fill the scene. 

Where is thy husband now ? where be thy brothers i 
Where be thy two sons ? wherein dost thou joy t 
Who sues, and kneels, and says — God save the queen f 
Where be the bending peers that flatter’d thee ? 

Where be the thronging troops that follow'd thee I 
Decline all this, and see what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a most distressed widow ; 

For joyful mother, one that wails the name ; 

For one being sued to, one that humbly sues ; 

For queen, a very caitiff crown’d with care j 
For she that scorn’d at me, now scorn’d of me *, 

For she being fear’d of all, now fearing one 
For she commanding all, obey’d of none. 

Thus hath the course of justice whirl’d about, 

And left thee but a very prey to time ; 
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Having no more but thought of what thou was't. 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 
Thou didst usurp my place, and dost thou not 
Usurp the just propoi-tion of my sorrow ^ ^ 

JSTow thy proud nech bears half my burthen d y 
From which even here I slip my 'vveaiied head. 
And leave the burthen of it all on thee. 

Farewell, York's wife, — and queen of sad naiscla. 
These English woes shall make me smile in Fra 
Q. Elis. O thou well skill d in curses, stay a 
And teach me how to curse mine enemies. 

Q. Mar. Forbear to sleep the niglit, and i 

Compare dead happiness with living woe ; 

Think that thy babes were fairer than they wer€*. 
And he that slew them fouler than he is ; 
Bettering tliy loss makes the bad-causer worse ; 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curse. 

Q. El^. My words are dull, O quicken diei 
thine! 

Q, Mar. Thy woes will make them shai*p, an< 
like mine. [Bant 

Duch. Why should calamity be full of words 
Q. Elis. Windy attorneys to their client woej 
Airy succeedeis of intestate joys, 

Poor breathing orators of miseries ! 

Let them have scope : though what they do im 
Help nothing else, yet do they ease the heart. 

J>uch. If so, then be not tongue-tied : go will 
And in the breath of bitter words let ’s smother 
My damned son, that thy two sweet sons smotlie- 

\_TTumpet 

The trumpet sounds, — ^be copious in exclaims. 
JSwfer Kino Richard, and his Train, marcj 

K. Rich. Who intercepts me in my expeditioi 
JDuch. O, she that might have intercepted the' 
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By strangling thee in her accursed womb, 

From all the slaughter, wretch, that thou hast done. 

Q. J5Uz. Hid’st thou that forehead with a golden 
crown, 

Where should be branded, if that right were right, 

The slaughter of the prince that ow’d® that crown. 

And the dire death of my poor sons and brothers ? 

Tell me, thou villain-slave, where are my children ? 

Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother 
Clarence? 

And little Ned Plantagenet, his son ? 

Q. Eliz, Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, 
Grey ? 

Ditch. ^ Where is kind Hastings ? 

K. JRich. A flourish, trumpets ! — strike alarum, 
drums I 

Let not the Heavens hear these tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lord’s anointed : Strike, I say. 

[Fhurish. Alarums. 
Either be patient, and entreat me fair. 

Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 

Duch. Art thou my son ? 

K. Rich, Ay ; I thank God, my father, and yourself. 
Duch, Then patiently hear my impatience. 

K. Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your condition, 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 

Duch, O, let me speak. 

K. Rich, . Do, then j but I ’ll not hear, 

Duch. I will be mild and gentle in my words, 

K. Rich. And brief, good mother; fori am in haste, 
Dmh, Art thou so hasty? I have stay’d for thee, 

God knows, in torment and in agony. 

K, Rich. And came I not at last to comfort you? 
Duch. No, by the holy rood, thou know’st it w^l, 
Thou cam’st on earth to make the earth my hell. 

• Ow*dt — owned. 

2 A 
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wri-ten was tHy hiA to me j 

and faii(*uj ; 

55 - a— 

Tby •«*.,'2“bSyet mote haimfol, kind m hatred . 

hour canst thou name, 

Wimt oomioxrau company ? ... 

“»”* *>"* HtunphreyHower, that 

Strike up the drum. ^ 

SrtioA. Tou speak too bitterly. ^ 

F,^^l never speak to thee again. 

aouvrat 6ie,by Go^just ordinance, 

Sd^^tto Me s<XolEdV’s children 

smrit to cmse r 

<2* mist- I Have no more sons of the royal blood 
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For thee to slaughter: for my daughters, Richaid, 
They shall be praying nuns, not weeping q^ueens ; 

And therefore level not to hit their lives. 

IL Rich. You have a daughter call’d Elizabeth, 
Viituous and fair, royal and gracious. 

Q. Rliz. And must she die for this ? O, let her live, 
And 1 11 corrupt her manners, stain her beauty; 
Slander myself, as false to Edward’s bed ; 

Throw over her the veil of infamy ; 

So she may live unscarr’d of bleeding slaughter, 

I will confess she was not Edward’s daughter. 

K. Mich. Wrong not her birth, she is a royal princess. 
Q. JEUz. To save her life, I ’ll say she is not so. 

K, Mich. Her life is safest only in her birth. 

Q, Eliz. And only in that safety died her brothers. 
K. Rich. Lo, at their births good stars were opposite. 
Q. Eliz. No, to their lives ill friends were contrary. 
K. Mich. All unavoided is the doom of destiny. 

Q. Eliz, True, when avoided grace makes destiny ; 
My babes were destin’d to a fairer death, 

If grace had bless’d thee with a fairer life. 

X. Rich. You speak as if that I had slain my cousins. 
Q. Eliz. Cousins, indeed ; and by their uncle <^5cen’d 
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, fire^om, life. ^ 
Whose hands soever lanc’d their tender hearts. 

Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction : 

No doubt the murtherous knife was dull and blunl^ 

Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart, 

To revel in the entrails of my Iambs# 

But that stiU use of grief makes wild grief tame, 

My tongue should to thy ears not name my boys 
Till that my nails were anchor’d in thine eyes; 

And I, in such a desperate bay of death. 

Like a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft. 

Rush all to pieces on thy rocky bomm. 

K. Mich. Madam, so thrive I in my enterprise, 

And dangerous success of bloody wars, * 
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As 1 intend more good to you and youra, 

Than ever you and youis by me were harm’d I 

Q* TMz. What good is cover’d with the face of 
heaven, 

To be discover’d, tliat can do me good I 

K. Rich, The advancement of your children, gentle 
lady. 

Q, Eliz, Up to some scaffold, there to lose their heads I 
K, Rich, Unto the dignity and height of fortune. 

The high imperial type of this earth’s glory. 

Q, Eliz, Flatter my sorrow with report of it; 

Tell me, what state, what dignity, what honour, 

Canst thou demise to any child of mine ? 

K. Rich, Even all I have j ay, and myself and all. 
Will I withal endow a child of thine ; 

So in the Lethe of thy angry soul 

Thou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs 

Which thou supposes! I have done to thee, 

Q, Eliz. Be brief, lest that the process of thy kindness 
Last longer telling than thy kindness* date. 

Ei. Rich. Then know, that, from my soul, I love thy 
daughter. 

Q. Eliz. My daughter’s mother thinks it with her soul, 
K. Rich. What do you think % 

Q. Eliz. That thou dost love my daughter, from thy 
soul : 

So, ffom thy soul’s love, didst thou love her brothers ; 
And, from my heart’s lov^ I do thank thee for it, 

JST, Rich. Be not so hasty to confoimd my meaning j 
I mean, that with my soul I love thy daughter, 

And do intend to make her queen of England. 

Q. Eliz. WeU then, who dost thou mean shall be her 
king? 

K, Ridh. Even he that makes her queen : Who else 
should be ? > 

Q, Eliz. What^ thou ? 

EL Rich, Even so : How think you of it? 



SOB-BlVO kino RICHARD m. 
Q.|^Howcan,tthou^o„herf 

M one being best acquainted ^tb 3™^ 

A pair of bleeding hearts; thereon 

Edward, and York j then 

Therefore present to her,— as sometime M* 

Did to tliy father, steep’d in iSw, 

A handkerchief; which, say to her 

And h?b* brother’s biST 

And bid her wipe her weepino- eves uKiPoi ’ 

If (his inducement move Ser not to love^' 

Send her a letter of thy moble deeds ; ’ 

Tell her, thou mad st away her \mcle Clarence. 

Her uncle Rivers; ay, and, for her saka ^ 

^ rS yZS“ good^aunt Anna 

To^fo your^ugC’' nie, madam; this is not the way 

TT ?■ 1 1 o*er way ; 

Unless thou couldst put on some other sha;i 
And not be Richard that hath done all thia 

O kX Is? ^ ^ Jo™ of her J 

hateThee* oJ*°ose but 

Having bought love with such a bloody spoH. 

J:. R«cA. Look, what 13 done cannot be now amended- 
Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes, ^ 

Which after-hours give leisure to repent ' 
if I did take die kingdom jfrom your sons 
To make amteds, I ’ll give it to your daughter. 

If I have kill’d the issue of your womb 
To quicken your increase, I will beget ^ 

Mine issue of your blood upon your daughter. 

A grandam’s name is Htae less h^ love 
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Than it tlw doting fid® of » 

TW axe aa « 4 iildi«i but one step b^w, 

^ of/o” 

CW all one pain,— »»te fin » | sorrow 

Bate’d of her, for whom you ^lu bke sootw. 

Tour dhadtai were vexation to your youth, 
&te sWl be a comfort f yo^ 

The loss vou bare, is but a son being l^g, 

S4 by’ ^ loss, your daughto « made queen. 

I make yon wlat^ends I ^d, 

Therefore accept sach kindness as I can. 

Dreaet, yonjt son, tbaii widi a S’" ’ 

Leads disoootfflited s^ m foreign so^ 

This feir alliance quickly ahaU call home 
To liigii pK«noti(a» and great dignity : 

The STthat caHs your beauteous feughter wif^ 
ramfliSy Aall call tiiy Dorset brother j 
Aff air* Wb^Tl jm be rnother to a king, 

#*c mina dwtressfol times 
iicb.es of content* 

^Ctl wohATC many goodly days to s^ : 

tears tbafc you hare sbed 
come agaki^ transfonn''d to orient pearl ; 
Advantaging tliwrloan, with interest 
Of t^iiM doufalfi gain of happiness. 

mj wdher, to thy daughter go ; 
yi^ her hadbfnl years witii your experience • 
her ears to hear a wooer's tale ; 
to her l®ii«r heart thras^iiing dame 
Cif n^hton ■of^ftogtoy ; acquaint the princess 
the sweet s3ent hora of marriage joys s 
Jtod when lldt arm of mme hath chastised 
Tfa petty TMt dull-toam’d Buckingham, 
l iyyi wlto trxum|^bazxt garlands will 1 come^ 

AM toad toy daughter to a wmqueror's bed ; 

To wMm I will 3 E«tail my conquest won, 

Arf toe shall be scde rictres^ Caesar’s Caesar. 
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Q. EUz, Wliat were I best to say? her father’s brother 
Would be her lord ? Or shall I say, her uncle ? 

Or he that slew her brothers and her uncles ? 

Under what title shall I woo for thee, 

That God, the law, my honour, and her love, , 

Can make seem pleasing to her tender years ? 

JC Rich. Infw fair Ehigland’s peace by this alliance. 
Q, BUz. Which she shall purchase with still lasting 
wai'. 

K. Rich. Tell her, the king, that may command, 
entreats. 

Q* Bliz. That at her hands which the king’s King 
forbids. 

K. Rich. Say, she shall be a high and mighty queen. 
Q. EUz. To wail the title, as her mother doth. 

K. Rich, Say, I will love her everlastingly, 

Q. Eliz, But how long shall that title, ever, last ? 

K. Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair life's end. 

Q. EUz. But how long fairly shall her sweet life last ? 
K. Rich. As long as Heaven, and nature, lengthens it. 
Q. Eliz. As long as hell, and Richard, likes of it. 

K. Rich. Say, I, her sovereign, am her subject low. 
Q, Eliz. But she, your subject^ loathes such sov’- 
reignty. 

JC Rich. Be eloquent in iny behalf to hw. ^ 

Q. Eliz. An honest tale speeds best, being plainly told. 
K. Rich. Then, plainly to her tell my loving tale. 

Q. Eliz. Plain, and not honest, is too harsh a style. 
K, Rich. Your reasons are too shallow and too quick, 
Q. Eliz. O, no, my reasons are too deep and dead 
Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their graves, 

JC Rich. Harp not on that string, madam ; that is 
past. 

Q. Eliz. Harp on it still shall I, till heartstrings 
break. 

JC. Rich. Now, by my George, my garter, and my 
crown, — 
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Q. EUz. Profan’d, disKononr’d, and the third usurp'd. 
X Mich. I swear. 

Q. MUz, By nothing : for this is no oath. 

Thy Gwrge, profan’d, hath lost his lordly honour ; 

Thy garter, blemish'^^ pawn’d his knightly virtue ; 

Thy crown, usurp’d, disgrac’d his kingly glory : 

If something thou wouldst swear to be believ’d, 

Swear then by something that thou hast not wrong’d. 

K, Mich. Then, by myself, — 

Q. Mliz, Thyself is self-misused. 

JT. Mich. Now, by the world, — 

Q. BUz. ’T is full of thy foul wrongs. 

K. Rich. My father’s death, — 

Q. BUz. Thy life hath it dishonour’d. 

K. Mich. Why then, by Heaven, — 

Q. BUz. Heaven s wrong is most of all. 

If thou didst fear to break: an oath with Him, 

The unity the king my husband made 
Thou iKtdst not broken, nor my brothers died. 

If thou badst fear’d to break an oath by Him, 

’Kte imperial metal, circling now thy head. 

Had grac’d the toider temples of my child ; 

And both the.princes had bWi breathing here, 

Which now, two tender bedfellows for dust, 

Thy broken faith hath made the prey for worms. 

What canst thou swear by now ? 

K. Rich. The time to come. 

Q. BUz. That thou hast wronged in the time o’eo 


past; 

For I myself have many tears to wash 
HereaiW time, for time past; wrong’d by thee. 

The children live whose fathers thou hast slaughter’d, 
Ungovem’d youth, to wail it in their age; 

The parents live whose children thou Imt butcher’d, 
Old barren plants, to wail it with their age. 
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K, Rich, As I intend to prosper, and repent, 

So thrive I in nay dangerous aflairs 
Of hostile arms ! myself myself confound 
Heaven and fortune bar me happy hours ! " 

Day, yield me not thy light, nor nighty ihy rest! 

Be opposite all planets of good luck 

To my proceeding I if, with dear heart s love^ 

Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter I 
In her consists my happiness, and thine ; 

Without her, follows to myself, and thee. 

Herself, the land, and many a Christian soul, 

Death, desolation, ruin, and decay : 

It cannot be avoided hut by this ; 

It will not be avoided but by this. 

Therefore, dear mother, (I must call you so,) 

Be the attorney of my love to her. 

Plead what I will be, not what I have been ; 

Not my deserts, but what I will deserve : 

Urge the necessity and state of times, 

And be not peevish found in great designs. 

Q. Eliz. Shall I be tempted of the devil thus t 
K. Rich, Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do good. 

Q. Eliz, Shall I forget myselfj to be myself? 

K, Rich, Ay, if yourself 's remembrance wrong your- 
self. 

Q, Eliz, Yet, thou didst kill my children. 

K, Rich. But in your daughter’s womb I bury them ; 
Where, in that nest of spicery, they will breed 
Selves of themselves to yotir recomforture. 

Q, Eliz, Shall I go win my daughter to thy will I 
K, Rich, And be a happy mother by the deed. 

Q. Eliz. I go, — ^Write to me very shortly, 

And you shall understand from me her mind. 

JT. Rich, Bear her my true love’s kiss, and so fare- 
well. [Kissing her. Exit Q. Eliz. 

Relenting fool, and shallow changing woman I 
How now? what news? 
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CA.Tmni£ following. 

Tint Mort mighty (WTerdgn, an the western coart 
navy; to our shores 

hoUow-he^ «^di^ 
unresolv’d to beat them back : 
that Bichmond is their admuali 
ft^they hull, erpectmg but the aid 
tVTtoc^eh^ to welcome them ashore. 

Some light-foot friend post to the duke of 
Norfolk: — ♦ 

Hatcliff, “ 

Jf ^ Catesby, fly to the duke. 

I will, my lord, with all convenient hasta 
K Rich. Katcliff, come hither : Post to ^lisbury ; 
wLIC com’st tWther,-Dull unmindM v^am.^^ 

Why riay-st dKKi her^ md go’st not to the duke \ 
S^Firet, mighty liege, teU me your highness 

WhBtftom^^«*acelBhallddiTertohim. 

BC.Itieh.^O, true, good Catesby :— Bid him levy 

strai^t , 

T!ie greatest strength and power that he can maKe, 

And. meet me suddenly at Salisbury. 

CW«. I go. . , k n T si of '<£Ra 

Mai. What, may it please you, shall I do at balia- 

jr. what wouldst thou do ther^ before I 

go ? 

Mai^ Xcnxr highness told me I should post before. 
Ervler Stanley. 


iT. JfUA My mind is chang’d. — Stanley, what news 

widi yoaf . v xk 

None good, my liege, to please you with the 

hearing; 

Her mma so bad but well may be re^iorted. 
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K. Rich. Heyday, a riddle ! neither good nor bad ! 
What need'st thou run so many miles about, 

When thou mayst tell thy tale the nearest way ^ 

Once more, what news f 

Stan. Richmond is on the seas. 

K. Rich, There let him sink, and be the seas on him ! 
White-liver’d' runagate, what doth he tliere? 

Stan. I know not, mighty sovereign, but by guess. 
K. Rich. Well, as you guess? 

Stan. Stirr’d up by Dorset, Buckingham, and Morton, 
He makes for England, here to claim the crown. 

K. Rich. Is the chair empty ? Is the sword un- 
sway’d ? 

Is the king dead ? the empire unpossess’d ? 

What heir of York is there alive but we? 

And who is England’s king but great York’s heir ? 
Then, tell me, what makes he upon the seas ? 

Stan. Unless for that, my liege, I cannot guess. 

K. Rich. Unless for that he comes to be your liege, 
You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman comes. 

Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 

Stan. No, my good lord, therefore mistrust me not. 
K. Rich, Wliere is thy power then, tobe?i.t him back? 
Where be thy tenants and thy followers? 

Are they not now upwi the western shorty 
Safe conducting the rebels from their ships ? 

Stan. No, my good lord, my fnends are in flienorth* 
K. Rich. Cold friends to me ; What do they in the 
north, 

When fliey should serve their sovereign in the west? 

Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty king : 
Pleaseth your majesty to give me leave, 

I ’ll muster up my friends, and meet your grac^ 

Where, and what time, your majesty shall please. 

K. jRich. Ay, thou wouldst be gone to join with 
Richmond : 

But 1 ’ll not trust thee. 
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SUtn. Most mighty sovereign. 

You have no cause to hold my friendship doubtful 5 
It never was, nor never will false. 

K* Rich. Gro then, and muster men. But leave 
hind 

Your son, George Stanley ; look your heart be firm. 

Or else his head’s assurance is but fiail. 

Stan. So deal with him as I prove true to you. 

[Exit Stanley. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My gracious sovereign, now in Devonshire, 

As I by friend am well advertised, 

Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate 
Bishop of Exeter, his elder brother. 

With many more confederates, are in arms. 

Enter another Messenger. 

2 Mess. In Kent, my liege, the Guilfords are in arms ; 
And every hour more competitors «> 

Elock to the rebels, and their power grows strong. 

Enter amth&r Messenger. 

3 Mess. My lord, the army of great Buckingham — 
K. Rich. Out on ye, owls I nothing but songs of 

death ? [He strikes him. 

Therei, take thou thaf^ till thou bring better news. 

3 Mess. The news I have to tell your majesty 
Is, — that, by sudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham’s army is dispers’d and scatter’d ; 

And he himself wander’d away alone. 

No man knows whither- 

K. Rich. I cry thee mercy : 

There is my purser to cure diat blow of thine. 

Hath any well-advised friend proclaim’d 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in ? 

• Competitors — associates. 
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3 Mess, Sucli proclamation hath been made, my 

liege. 

Enter another Messenger. 

4 Mess, Sir Thomas Lovel, and lord marquis Dorset^ 
*T is said, my liege, in Yorkshire are in arms. 

But this good comfort bring I to your highness, — 

The Bretagne navy is dispers’d by tempest : 

Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat 
0iito the shore, to ask those on the banks 
ir they were his assistants, yea, or no ; 

Who answer’d him, they came from Buckingham 
Upon his party : he, mistrusting them, 

Hois’d sail, and made his course again for Bretagne. 

K. Rich. March on, march on, since we are up in 
arms; 

If not to fight with foreign enemies, 

Yet to beat down these rebels here at home. 

Enter Catesbt. 

Cate. My liege, the duke of Buckingham is taken, 
That is the best news. That the earl of Richmond 
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford, 

Is colder news, but yet they must be told. 

JT. Rich, Away towards Salisbury ; while vre reascai 
here 

A myal battle might be won and lost : 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury ; — ^the rest march on with me. [Exeunt* 

SCENE V. — A Room in Lord Stanley’s 'House* 
Enter Stanley and Sib Chbistopheb Ubswick. 

Stan. Sir Cliristopher, tell Richmond this from me 
That, in the sty of this most bloody boar, 

My son George Stanley is frank’d up in hold ; 

If I revolt, off goes young George’s bead ; 
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of that holds off my present aid. 
ee gone ; commend me to tliy lord, 
lay, that the queen hath heartily consented 
espouse Eliz^eth her daughter, 
me, where is princely Richmond now? 

At Pembroke, or at Ha"rford-west, in Wales. 
What men of name resort to him ? 

Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned soldier; 
rt Talbot, sir William Stanley ; 
edoubted Pembroke, sir James Blunt, 
s ap Thomas, with a valiant crew ; 
ij other of great name and worth : 
irds London do they bend their power, 
way they be not fought withal. 

Well, hie thee to thy lord; I kiss his hand, 
will resolve him of my mind, 

lM!xeunt, 
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ACT V. 


SCENE I. — Salisbury. An open place. 

Enter the Sheriff and Guard, loith Buckinoham, led 
to exectstion. 

Much. Will noticing Richard let me speak with himf 
Sher, No, my good lord : therefore be patient. 

Buch* Hastings, and Edward’s children. Grey, and 
K-ivers, 

Holy king” Henry, and thy fair son Edward, 

Vaughan, and all that have miscarried 
By underhand corrupted foul injustice! 

[f that your moody discontented souls 
Do through, the clouds behold this present hour, 

Even for revenge mock my destruction I 
This is All-Souls’ day, fellow, is it not? 

Sher. It is, my lord, 

Bxtck. Why, then All-Souls’ day is iny body's 
doomsday. 

This is the ^day which, in king Edward's time, 
wish’d might fall on me, when I was found 
^alse to his children, and his wife’s allies : 
rhis is the day wherein I wish’d to fall 
iy the false faith of him whom most I trusted : 

Chis, this All-Souls’ day to my fearful soul, 
s the determin’d respite of my wron^. 

[hat high All-seer which I dallied with 
lath turn’d my feigned prayer on my head, 

Lnd given in earnest what I begg’d in jest, 
hus doth He force the swords of wicked men 
’0 turn their own points on their masters’ bosoms : 

?hus Margaret’s curse falls heavy on my neck, — 

When he,** quoth sh^ "shall split fhy heart with 
. sorrow, 
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Remember Margaret was a prophetess. 

Come, lead me, officers, to me block of shame ; 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame* 
lExeunt Buckinoham:, ^c. 

SCENE II . — Plain near Tamworth. 

Enter v}ith dnim and colours, Richmonu, Oxforu, 
Siu James Blunt, Sir Walter Herbert, anA 
others, with Forces, marching. 

Richm. Fellows in arms, and my most loving friends, 
Bruis’d imdemeath the yoke of tyranny. 

Thus far into the bowels of the land ^ 

'■ Have we march’d on without impediment ; 

And here receive we from our father Stanley 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement 
The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar, ^ 

That spoil’d your summer fields and fruitful vines, 
Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes his trough 
Tn your embowell’d bosoms, •~~thi8 foul swine 
Lies now in the centre of this isle, 

I?ear to the town of Ldcester, as we learn : 

Fimn Tamworth ffiither is but one day’s march. 

In God’s name, cheerly on, courageous friends, 

To reap the harvest of wrpetual peace 
By this one bloody tri^ of sharp war. 

Every man’s conscieoce is a thousand men, ^ 
To fight against this bloody homicide. 

I doubt not but his fnends will turn to tts. 
Ekmt. He hath no friends but what are friends for 
fear; 

Which, in his dearest need, will fiy from him. 

Richm. AH for our vantage. Then, in God’s name, 
march : ^ ^ , 

True hope is swift, and fries with swallow s wings, 
ITinga it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings, 

^Mtchunt. 
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Ohm, lead me, ^ ^e due of blaa^ _ 

Wt«g iia& wr^g, ^\;Exmnt Buckinor^^ 

SCENE II.— Tamworth. 

^ W colours, Richmond, Ox^totr^-i: 

Sxa W«.T.R 

Sl«r., trfiA marching. _ 

B*Am. FelWs i« arms, and my most loving 
B^”^:meath the yo^eon^^’ 

?*“ to ’dTw^ao * iS-ent ! 

t^'imr^fmihx centre of this isle, 

Tamworth thither is but one day’s i^rcb. 

In God^s name, cheerly on, courageous friends. 

To reap tlie hai^est of perpetual peace 
By &i* <»^e bloody tiM of sharp war. 

{yxf. Eyery man’s csonscience is athonsand 
To fiiht agaiwft this bloody homicide. 

ji£#, I doabt not but his finends will turn to 1:12^ 
jE®wwf. He hath no friends but what are ftii^^dtar : 
fear; 

%Vliloh, in his dearest need, will % 

Richm, All for our vantage. Then, m God s jaja.x 
march : . , n . • 

Itrm hope is swift, and flies with swallow s wmgs, 
ir i»^ it makes gods, and meaner creatures kmss- 
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SCENJI III. — ^Bosworth Me^d. 

Enter Kin& Eichard and Forces; the Duke oy 
Norfolk, Earl of Surrey, and others. 

K. Rich. Here pitch our tent, eren here in Bo^worth 
field. 

My lord of Smxey, why look you so sad ? 

Bar. My heart is ten limes lighter than my looks. 

K. Rich. My lord of Norfolk! 

Nor. Here, most gracious liege. 

K. Rich. Norfolk, we must have knocks ; Ha ! must 
we not % 

Nor. We must both give and take, my loving lord. 
K. Rich, Up with my tent: Here will I lie to-night; 

{^Soldiers begin to set up the King’s tent. 
But where to-morrow ? — Well, all ’s one for that. — 
Who hath descried the number of the traitors? 

Nor. Six or seven thousand is their utmost power. 

K. Rich, Why, our battalia trebles that account : 
Besides, the king’s name is a tower of strength, 

Which they upon the adverse faction want. 

Up with the tent.^Come, noble gentlemen, 

Let us survey the vantage of the ground ; — 

Call for some men of sound direction : 

Let ’s lack no discipline, make no delay ; 

For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. [Exeunt, 

Enter, on the other side of the field, Richmond, Sir. 
William Brandon, Oxford, aTid other Lords. 
Borne of the Soldiers pitch Richmond’s tent. 

Richm. The weary sun hath made a golden set^, 

And, by the bright buck of his fiery car, 

Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow. 

Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my standard. 

Give me some ink and paper in my tent; — 

I ’ll draw the form and model of our battle, 

Limit each leader to his several charge, 

And part in just proportion our small power. 
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My lord of Oxford, you, sir William Brandon, 

4 md you, sir Walter Herbert, stay with me : 

^rl of Pembroke keeps his regiment f 
Good captain Blunt, bear my good night to him. 

And by me second hour in the morning 
Desire the earl to see me in my tent : 

Tet one thing more, good captain, do for me 5 
Where is lord Stanley quarter d, do you know ? 

Blunt, Unless I have mistaken his colours much, 
(Which well I am assur’d I have not done,) 

Trig regiment lies half a mile at least 
South from the mighty power of the king. ^ 

Riehm, If without peril it be possible. 

Sweet Blunt, make some good means to speak with him 
And give him from me this most needful note. 

Blunt, Upon my life, my lord, I ’ll imdertinse it 5 
And so, Gk)d give you quiet rest to-mght I 

Biekm. Grood nighty good captain Blunt. Come 
gentlemen, 

Det us con^t upon to-morrow’s business ; 
fri to my tentv the dew is raw and cold. 

[They withd/raw into the tent 

Enter, to his tent, King Bichard, Norfolbe, 
Ratcliff, and Catesby. 

K, Rich, What is ’t o’clock ? 

Cate. It ’a supper-time, my lord 

R \ nine o’clock. 

K, Mdh, I will not sup to-night. 

Give me ®ome ink and paper. 

What, is my beaver easier than it was ? 

And id my armour laid into my tent? 

Cate, It is, toy liege ; and all things are in readiness 
K. Rick, Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge ; 

Use careful watch, choose trusty sentinels. 

• jKJscpjr hit reyimmt. The word, regiment is several time! 
used ia this scene in the sense of a body of men, under the com 
T l:and (^re^baoieni) of a particular captain. 
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Nor. I go, my lord. 

K. Rich. Stir with tlie larlc to-morro\v’, gentle Norfolk. 
Nor. I warrant you, my lord. [Exit 

K. Rich. Ratcliff ! 

Rat. My lord? 

K. Rich. Send out a pursuivant at arms 

To Stanley ^8 regiment : bid him bring his power 
Before sunrising, iest his son George fall 
Into the blind cave of eternal night. 

Fill me a bowl of wine. — Give me a watch [To Catv 
S addle white Surrey for the field to-morrow. — 

Look that my staves be sound, and not too heavy. 
Ratcliff ! 

Rat. My lord ? 

JSC. Rich. Saw’st thou the melancholy lord Northum- 
berland ? 

Rat. Thomas the earl of Surrey, and himself, 

Much about cock-shut'* time, from troop to troop, 

Went through the army cheering up the soldiers. 

K. Rich. So, I am satisfied. Give me a bowl of 
wine ; 

I have not that alacrity of spirit, 

Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have. 

JSet it down. — ^Is ink and paper ready ?• 

Rat. It is, my lord. 

K. Rich. Bid my guard watch ; leave me. 

Ratcliff, about the mid of night come to my tent, 

And help to arm me. — Leave me, I say. 

[K. Rich, retires mto his tent. Exeunt Rat. and Cate. 

* A watch. The verb give — and the subsequent expression 
“ bid ray guard watch — show that Richard is not asking for a 
sentinel, as some have sujpposed. The vmtch is the watch-light. 
The night-candle was divided by marks to indicate how long it 
had burned. 

*» Cock-shut. We incline to think that cock-shut time is equi- 
valent to cocft-roort time— -the hour at which the cock goes to 
rest. As morning is cock-croWf evening may by a parallel 
image be cock-shut. 
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KichmondV tent opens, and discovers Mm and his 
Ofiiceia, ^c. 

Enter Stanley- 

Bkmz, Fortune and victory sit on thy helm ! 

Michm, All comfort that the dark night can afford 
Be to thy person, noble father-in-law J 
Tell me how fares our noble mother ? 

Stan,. I, by attorney, bless thee from tliy mother. 
Who prays continually for Richmond’s good : 

So lunch for that. The silent hours steal on. 

And flaky darkness breaks witliin the east. 

In brief, for so the season bids us be, 

Prepare thy battle early in the morning ; 

And put thy fortune to die aibitrement 
Of bloody Strok®, and mortal-staring war. 

I, M I may, (that which I would I cannot,) 

With best advantage will deceive the time^ 

And aid &ee in fh^s doubtful shock of arms : 

ma fhy ^del miay not be too forward, 

X»es^ being seen, thy brother tender George 
Be executed in his father’s sight. 

Fairewell : The leisure and the fearful time 
Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love, 

And ample interchange of sweet discourse, 

Whicdi so long sunder’d friends should dwell upon ; 
God give us leisme for th®e rites of love ! 

Once more, adieu ; — ^Be valiant, and speed well I 
MicMm, Good lords, conduct him to his regiment : 

I ’ll strive^ with troubled thoughts, to fake a nap ; 

Xiest leaden slumber peise me down * to-morrow. 

When I should mount with wings of victory : 

Once more^ good night, kind lords and gentlemen. 

[Exeunt Lords, ^c., with Stanley. 
O Thou ! whose captain I account myseli^ 

Look on my forces with a gracious eye; 
put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath, 

* Peise me down — ^weigh me down- 
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< That they may crush down with a heavy fall 

The usurping helmets of our adversaries I 
I Make us thy ministers of chastisement, 

,|i That we may praise thee in thy victory 1 

To thee I do commend my watchful soul, 

Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes; 

Sleeping, and waking, O, defend me still! [Sleeps, 

The Ghost of Prince Edward, son to Henrx the 
Sixth, rises between the two tents. 

Ghost Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow ^ 

[7b King Richard. 

Think, how thou stahVdst me in my prime of youth 
At Tewksbury : Despair therefore, and die 1 — 

Be cheerful, Richmond ; for the wronged souls 
Of butcher’d princes fight in thy behalf ; 

King Henry’s issue, Richmond, comforts thee. 

The Ghost of King Henry the Sixth rises. 

Ghost When I was mortal, my anointed body 

[7b King Richard. 
By thee was punched full of deadly holes : 

Think on the Tower and me : Despair, and die; 

Harry the sixth bids thee despair, and die ! — - 
Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror I [To Richm. 

; Harry, that prophesied thou shouldst be king, 

Doth comfort thee in thy sleep : Live, and flourish I 

' , The Ghost of Clarence rises, 

! Ghost Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-mOrrow I 

-4I [2b King Richard. 

I, that was wash’d to death with fulsome wine, 

I Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray’d to death! 

! To-morrow in the battle think on m^ 

, And fall thy edgeless sword ; Despam, and die!— - 

^ Thou offspring of the house of Lancaster, [ To Richm 

Tlie wronged heirs of York do pray for thee ; 

I Good angels guard thy battle ! Live, and flotirish I 
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Th& Ghosts q/Riyms, Grey, and Vaughan rise* 
Miv, JjQt roe sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow, 

[To K. Ricja. 

Kivers, that died at Pomfret I Despair, and die I ^ ^ 

Grev, Think upon Grey, and let thy soul despair - 

[To K- Rich- 

Vaugh. Think upon Vaughan; and, with guilty fear. 
Let fall thy lance I Despair, and die I [To K. * 

AU, Awake I and think, our wrongs in Ricbaro. » 
bosom £2^0 RicHitf • 

Will ccmquer him ; — awake, and win the day I 

The Ghost q/* Hastings rises. 

Ghost, Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake, 

[To K. Kick. 

And in a bloody battle end thy days I 

Think on lord Hastings ; and despair, and die ! — 

Quiet, untroubled soul, awake^ awake ! [To Rich a*. 
Aii% %ht, and ctmquer, for fair England’s sake ! 

The Ghosts of the two yow^ Princes rise. 

Ghmh, Ihsam on thy cousins smofhar’d. in 
Tower. 

Let us be laid within thy bosom, Richard, 

And weigh thee down to ruin, sham^ and death ! 

Thy ncfhews’ souls bid thee despair, and die ! — 

Sleep, Richmcmd, sleep in peac^ and wake in joy ; 
Good ang^ guard thee from the boars annoy ! 

HLdve, and b^et a happy race of kings ! 

Edward’s unhappy sons do bid thee flourish. 

The Ghost of Queen Alnne rises. 

Ghost. Richard, thy wi% that wretched Anne thy 
wife. 

That never slept a quiet hour with thee, 

How fills thy sleep with perturbations ; 

Tomorrow in the battle mink on me. 

And Ml thy edgeless sword: Despair, and diet— 
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Thou, quiet souL sleep thou a quiet sleeta ; 

[To Richi^. 

Dream of success and happy victory ; 

Thy adversary’s wife doth pray for thee. 

The Ghost of Buckingham rises. 

Ghost The first was I that help’d thee to the crown : 

[To K, Rich. 

The last was I that felt thy tyranny : 

0, in the battle think on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltiness ! 

Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death ! 
Fainting, despair ; despairing, yield thy breath ! 

I died for hope, ere I could lend thee aid ; 

[To Richm. 

But cheer thy heart, and be thou not dismay’d : 

God and good angels fight on Richmond’s side ; 

And Richard fall in height of all his pride. ^ [T%o 
Ghosts vanish, IC. Rich, starts out of^ his dream, 
K, Rich, Give me another horse, — bind up my 
wounds, — 

Have mercy, Jesu ! — Soft ; I did but dream. 

0 coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me I 
The lights bum blue. — It is now dead midnight 
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh. 

What, do I fear myself? there ’s none else by ; 

Richard loves Richard ; that is, I am I. 

Is there a murtherer here? No; — ^Yes ; I am : 

Then fl.y, — ^What, from myself? Great reason ; Wliy f 
Lest I revenge. What? Myself upon myself? 

Alack, I love myself. Wherefore ? for any good 
That I myself have done unto myself? 

0, no : alas, I rather hate myself, 

For hateful deeds committed by myself. 

1 am a villain: Yet I lie^ I am not 

Fool, of thyself speak well Fool, do not flatter : 

My conscience hath a thousand several tongues. 
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And every tongue brings in a several, tale, 

And every tale condemns me for a villain. 

Perjury, perjury, in the higb’st degree, 

Murther, stem murdier, in the dir’st degree; 

All several sins, all us^ in each degree, 

Throng to the bar, crying all, — Guilty ! guilty ! 

I shall despair. — There is no creature loves me j 
And if I die, no soul shall pity me : — 

Nay, wherefore should they ? since that 1 myself 
Find in myself no pity to myself. 

Methoughf^ the souls of all that I had murther’d 
Came to my tent : and every one did threat 
To-morrow’s vengeance on the head of Bichard. 

Enter Eatcliff. 

Ha#. My lord 1 

jEC Rich. Who '’s there ? 

Rai. Eatclif^ my lord ; ’t is I. The early village code 
Hath twice done sdutation to the mom ; 

Your i&iends are up, and buchle on their armour. 

[JK Rich. O, I have dieam’d a fearfial 

dream I — 

WTiat tiunkest thou, will our iHends jHOve all true i 
Rat. No doubt, my lord.] 

K. Rich. Ratcliff, I fear, I fear, — 

Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of shadows- 
K. Rich. By <he apostle Paul, shadows to-night 
Have strack more terror to the sod of Richard, 

Than cam the substance of tea thousand soldiers. 

Armed in proof, and led by shallow Richmond. 

It is not yet near day. Ck)me, go with me ; 

Under our tents I ’ll play the eavesdropper, 

To hear if any mean to shrink from me. 

^Exeunt King Richarb and Ratoliftf. 

Rickmonb wakes. Enter Oxford and ethers. 
lAnrds. Good morrow, Richmond. 
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Richm, ’Cry 'mercy, lords, and watctful gentlemen, 
Tliat you have ta’en a tardy sluggard here. 

Lords, How have you slepl^ my lord % 

Riohni, The sweetest sleep, and fairest-boding dreams^ 
That ever enter’d in a drowsy head, 

Have I since your departure had, my lords. 

Methought, their souls whose bodies Richard murther’d. 
Came to my tent, and cried — On I victory ! 

I promise you, my heart is very jocmid 
In the remembrance of so fair a dream. 

How far into the morning is it, lords ? 

Lords, Upon the stroke of four. 

Richm. Why, then ’t is time to arm, and give direc- 
tion. — [He advances to the troops. 

More than I have said, loving countrymen. 

The leisure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell upon : Yet remember this, — 

God, and our good cause, fight upon our side ; 

The prayers of holy saints and wronged souls, 

Like high-rear’d bulwarks, stand before our faces ; 
Richard except, those whom we fight against 
Had rather have us win, than him they follow. 

For what is he they follow? truly, gentlemen, 

A bloody tyrant, and a homicide ; 

One rais’d in blood, and one in blood estayi^’d ; 

One that made means to come by what he hath. 

And slaughter’d those that were the means to help him j 
A base foul stone, made precious by the foil 
Of England's chair, where he is falsely set; 

One tibat hath ever been God’s enemy ; 

Then if you fight against God’s enemy, 

God will, in justice, ward you as his soldiers j 
If you do sweat to put a tyrant down. 

You sleep in peace, the ty^t being slain ; 

If you do fight against your country’s foes, 

Your country’s fat shall pay your pains the hire ; 

If you do fight in safeguard of your wives. 

Your wives shall welcome home the conq[uei'ors ; 
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If you do firee your children from th< 
Your cHldrsi's children quit it in y' 
Then, in the name of God, and all t! 
Advaiice your standards, draw your 
Tor me, the ransom of my bold atten 
Shall be this cold corpse on the eartl 
Bui if I thrive, the gain of my attem 
The least of you shall share his part 
Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly 
God arid Saint George ! Richmond a 

Ee-eoiter King Richaud, Ratclif' 
Forces, 

K, Rich, What said Northumhei 
Richmond ? 

Rat, That he was never trained up 
K, Rich. He said the truth : An^ 
then? 

Rat, He smil’d and said, the bett 
K, Rich, He was i’ the right ; am 

Tell the cloch there. — Give me a caj 
Who saw the sun to-day ? 

Rat, Not I, my 

jST. Rich. Then he disdains to shin 
He should have brav’d the east an he 
A black day will it be to somebody 
Ratcliff, — 

Rat, My lord? 

K, Rich. Tlie sun will notl 
The sky doth frown and lour upon oi 
I would these dewy tears were from 
Not shine to- day I Why, what is tha 
More than to Richmond? for the sel 
That frowns on me looks sadly upon 

Filter Norfolk. 
Kor, Arm, arm, my lord ; the foe 
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K. Mich, Come, bustle, bustle Caparison my 
horse ; — 

Call up lord Stanley, bid bdm bring his power ; 

I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain. 

And thus my battle shall be ordered. 

My forward shall be drawn out all in length, 
Consisting equally of horse and foot 
Our archers shall be placed in the midst t 
John duke of Norfolk, Thomas earl of Surrey, 

Shall have the leading of the foot and horse. 

They thus directed, we will follow 

In the main battle ; whose puissance on either side 

Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse. 

This, and Saint George to boot !— What think’st thou, 
Norfolk? 

JVbr. A good direction, warlike sovereign.^ 

This found I on my tent this morning. [^Givinff a scroll, 
K. Rich, \Reads,'\ Jocky of Norfolk, be not so 
bold. 

For Dickon thy master is bought and sold.” 

A thing devised by the enemy. — ^ 

Go, gentlemen, every man imto his charge ; 

Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls ; 

For conscience is a word that cowards use, 

Devis’d at first to keep the strong in awe;’ 

Our strong arms be our conscience, swords our law. 
March on, join bravely, let us to ’t pell-mell ; 

If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell. 

What shall I say more than I have inferr’d ? 
Remember whom you are to cope withal 
A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and runaways, 

A scum of Bretagnes, and base lackey peasants. 
Whom their o’er-cloyed country vomits for^ 

To desperate ventures and assur’d destruction. 

You sleeping safe, they bring you to unrest ; 

You having lands, and bless’d with beauteous wives, 
They would restrain the one, distain the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow, 
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Long kept in Bretagne at our mother’s cost? 

A milksop, one that never in his life 
Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow? 

Let ’s whip these stragglers o’er the seas again ; 
Lash hence these overweening rags of France, 
These famish'd beggars, weary of their lives ; 

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 

For want of means, poor rats, had hang’d themselv< 
If we be conquer’d, let men conquer us, 

And not these bastard Bretagnes, whom our fathers 
Have in their own land beaten, bobb’d, and tliump 
And, on record, left them the heirs of shame. 

Shall these enjoy our lands ? lie with our wives? 
Ravish our daughters ?— Hark, I hear their drum. 

\Drum afan 

Fight, gentlemen of England! fight boldly, yeome 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head 1 
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood ; 
A^aze the welkin with your broken staves ! 

Enter a Messenger, 

What says lord Stanley ? will he bring his power ^ 
Mess. My lord, he doth deny to come. 

K. Rich. Off with his son George’s head ! 

Wor. My lord, the enemy is pass’d the marsh ; 
After the battle let George Stanley die. ^ ^ 

K. Rich. A thousand hearts are great withir 
bosom : 

Advance our standards, set upon our foes ; 

Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint George, 
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons I 
Upon them I Victory sits on our helms. [Ex 

SCENE IV. — Another Part of the Field. 

Alarum : Excursions. Enter Noii3?olk, and Fo 
to him Catesby. 

Cate. Rescue, my lord of Norfolk, rescue, rescu 
The king enacls moi’e wonders than a man. 
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Daring an opposite to every danger ; 

His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death : 

Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost I 

Alarum, Enter King Richard. 

K, Rich, A horse I a horse I my kingdom for a horse ! 
Cafe. Withdraw, my lord, 1 11 help you to a horse. 
K, Rich, Slave, I have set my life upon a cast, 

And I will stand the hazard of the die i 
I think there be six Richmonds in the field } 

Five have I slain to-day, instead of him ; 

A horse 1 a horse ! my kingdom for a horse ! [Exe%mt, 

Alarums, Enter King Richard and Richmond ; 
they fight ; Richard is slain,^ 

Retreat and filourish. Then enter Richmond, Stan- 
ley hearing the crown, with divers other Lords, 
and Forces. 

Richm. God, and your arms, be prais'd, victoiious 
friendii ; 

The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead. 

Stan, Courageous Richmond, well hast thou acquit 
thee I 

Lo, here, these long-usurped royalties, 

From the dead temples oi this Woody wretch 
Have I pluck’d off, to grace thy brows withal ; 

Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it. 

Richm. Great God of heaven, say, amen, to all I 
But, tell me, is young George Stanley living ? 

* Stan, He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester town ; 
Whither, if you please, we may withdraw us. 

Richm, What men of name are slain on either side $ 

They fiqhi I Rickard is slain. This is the stage direction of 
all the old copies, and it is important to pxeberve it, as showing 
the course of the dramatic aciion. In the modern editions 
w^e have, Enter King Richard and Richmond j and 
tiqhtwy.** 
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Stan, Jolin duke of Norfolk, Walter lord Ferrers, 
Sir Eobert Brakenbury, and sir William Brandon. 

Richm, Inter their bodies as becomes their births* 
Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled 
That in submission will return to us ; 

And then, as we have ta’en the sacrament, 

We will unite flae white rose and the red ; 

Smile IBCeaven upon tliis fair conjunction, 

That long hath frown’d upon their enmi^ I 
What traitor hears me, and says not amen? 

England hath long been mad, and scarr’d herself j 
The brother blindly shed the brother’s blood, 

The father rashly slaughter’d his own son. 

The son, compell’d, been butcher to the sire ; 

All this divided York smd Lancaster, 

Divided, in their dire division. 

O, now let Eichmond and Elizabeth, 

The true succeeders of each royal house. 

By God’s fair ordinance conjoin together I 
Aid let their heirs (God, if they will be so» 

Enrich the time to come with smooth-fac’d peace, 
With smiling plenty, and fair prosperous days 1 
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 

That would reduce these bloody days again. 

And make poor England weep in streams of blood 1 
Let them not live to taste this land’s increase, 

That would with treason wound this fair land’s peace 
Now civil wounds are stopp'd, peace lives again ; 
That she may long live here, God say-— Amen ! 

[Exem 

JReditcfi— Jjring back ; the batin form of the word. 
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ADBITIOJfiL lOTES 

AND SUGGESTED EMENDATIONS. 
VOLUME VI, 


KING HENKY Yl, 

PART FIRST. 

Page 15 (Act I. Scene i.) 

** Our isle be made a nourish of salt tears.” 

Our isle be made a marish of salt tears.”— Pope. 

And in support of tbis reading, Batson quotes, from Tbo 
Spanish Tragedy,” tbis line ; 

Made mountains marsb with spring-tide of my tears.” 

Page 18 (Act I. Scene i.) 

” Tbe king from Eltbam I intend to | 

And sit at cbiefest stem of public •weal” 

“ Send,” in tbe folio : tbe rbyme proposed by Mason, and. 
confirmed in tbe Perkins folio. 

Page 22 (Act I. Scene ii.) 

Pm, ** Here is my keen-edged sword 

Decked witb^c flower-de-luces on each side.” 

An easy misprint for five. Holinsbed states that five flower- 
de-luces were graven on each side of tbe sword of Joan of Arc. 
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ADBITIOKAL NOTES TO VOLUME VI. 


Page 28 CAct L Scene iv.) 

“ So jpt7e<af-e8teeined.’* 

“ So t'f^a-esteemed,” tlie more common reading. 

Page 60 (Act HI. Scene ii.) 

Warlike and martial Talbot.”— This seems a tautology. 
tt 'W’arlike and matchless Talbot.” — Perkins folio. 

Page 89 (Act V. Scene iii) 

Ay ; beauty’s princely majesty is such, 

{ and makes the senses rough, — FoHo. 
and makes the senses crouch. — Han. 
and mooU tlie senses’ t(mch.-Perlc. 
and wakes tbe senses’ touch.’*— ‘/Sing. 
Tbe reader must choose amongst these four lections. We 
prefer Hanmer’a. 


Page 96 (Act V. Scene iv.) 

Boiling choler chokes 
The hollow passage ot my poisoned voice.” 
Keadjpmonfii?, with Pope. 


KIKG HENEy TI. 

PART SECOND. 

Page 114 (Act I. Scene i.) 

“And hath his highness in his infancy 
[Been] crowned in Paris, in despite of foes?” 

Been is the addition of Steevens, in order to make out the 
sense. Mr Grant White has suggested a much more ti-ifling 
change— namely, had for liatTi. The whole passage will then 
read; 

** Or hath mine Uncle Beaufort and myself, 

With aU the learned council of tbe realm. 

Studied so long, sat in the coxmcil-house. 

Early and late, debating to and fro 

How France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe. 



additional notes to VOLDME YI. 4« 

And had his hishness in his 
Crowned in Paris m despite of foes { 

And shall these lahoui's and these honours die . 

“Have studied so long, and sai in_the councn-house 
and /lad. his highness crowned in Pans? and shall these 
labours die ? ” 

Page 122 (Act I. Scene iii.) 

“ And then we may deliver our supplications in the mU.** 

insist on it that the true reading is “m the quod, that is, 
coil or confusion. 

Page 159 (Act III. Scene i.) 

“Like a sharp-qniUedj)erc«pbte.”-Porj!enfiM is the 

by Sh^,^P^re,thi-onghon^.^^d “““ ^ 

has pieserved the form— Porj)ent»»e. 

Page 163 (Act III. Scene ii.) 

“ Erect his statue th&>h and worship it.” 

Then is not in the original, but added bv the editors to 
a supposed halt in the niotic. moy overlooked that 

“ statue ” in the old writers is often a ^ 

in fact, three forms of the word— statua^ and stature. 

Page 164 (Act III. Scene ii.) 

“ To drain 

Upon his face an ocean, of salt tears.’ 
jSai/i— Steevens, and the Perkins folio. - 

Page 171 (Act HI. Scene ii.) 

“ Live thou to joy thy life j 
Myself I to } nought, but that thop liv’st.” 

2b, in the Perkins folio. 

Page 175 (Act IV. Scene i.) 

“ The lives of those which we have lost in fight 
Be counterpoised with such a petty sum i 
See Note. Mr Knight’s interpretation^ is 
Perkins folio solves the difldculty more simply, by reading . 

“ Oan lives of those,” &o. 

VOL. VI. 2 o 
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ADDITIONAL NOTES TO VOLUilE VI. 


Page 194 (Act IV. Scene -vlii.) 

“ Oi- let a rabhh lead you to your deaths?” 

“ Or let a rebel lead you to your deaths?”— Perkins folio. 

Page 196 (Act IV. Scene ix.) 

“ Ilis arms are only to remove.” 

“ Ilis aims are only to remove.”— Dyrc. 


Tv l^G H E is' K Y VI. 

PART THIRD. 

Page 228 (.4ct I. Scene i.) 

** Henry of Lancaster, resign iJiy crown.” 

“ Henry of Lancaster, i-esign the crown^^Smyer, 
York, all through the scene, denies that the crown is Henryks. 

Page 250 (Act II. Scene ii.) 

“ And this soft cowragef 

“ And t his eofl carriage^ — Monck Ma^i% and Perkins. 

Page 259 (Act II. Scene v.) 

« And so ohftcquiou^ will thy father he, 

Sad for the lo<;- ol thee.” 

« Men for the loss of thee,” in the folio. “ P'tm for the loss 
of thee.”— and the Perkins folio. 

Page 264 (Act III. Scene i.) 

“ Let me embrace these sonr adversities.” 

This is Pope’s emendation of the original ; 

“ Let me embrace the sottr adversaries.” 

But is not Sir Dyce’s proposition worth attending to ? 

Let me embrace thecj sour adversity.” 

Page 300 (Act IV. Scene viii.) 

“ Waterjhwing tears.” 

Bitter^<u.ing tears,” Perkins folio. Plausible, but not 
preferable to we original. 
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R 1 C II A 11 D III 

’’ - Page 329 (Act I. Scene i.) 

Tliat tempers him to this extremity.”--QMrt;*^o. 

** That tempts him to this harsh extremity 
As throughout the play Mr Knight accepts the text of the 
folio as the best, it is difficult to understand on -what principle 
he refuses the reading of the folio in the present passage. 
Evidently there U no printer’s mistake here ; and the only 
reason why an editor can insert the line of the quartos into 
the text is, that he individually likes it better, and thinks 
Shakspere unhappy in his correction. 

Page 347 (Act I. Scene iii.) 

“ Bottled spider.” 

“ Bottle spider.”— Pei kins folio. 

Page SS5 (Act III. Scene lii.) 

Make haste, the hour of death is expiate'^ 

Read expiratef with Steevens. 

Page 38S {Act III. Scene iv.) 

** That harlot, strumpet Shore.” 

” That harlot strumpet Shore.” 

Mr T>yee rejects the comma, and adduces evidence to shew 
that harlot is an adjective, not a substantive, in this passage. 

Page 399 (Act III. Scene vii.) 

Buck. “ Come, citizens, we will entreat no more. 

Gto. O, do not swear, my lord of Buckingham.” 

The latter Ipe, as here printed, is an enigma, Buckingham not 
having sworn in the speech just concluded. It does not 
occur in the first folio; but the editor, unwilling to lose a most 
characteristic speech in the quarto, which Shakspere seems 
to have purposely struck out, inserted it in the present text 
—although it is not to he found in Mr Knight’s previous 
editions of the play. In adopting the line, however, from the 
quarto, the conclusion of Buckingham’s speech should also 
nave been borrowed from that text : 

Come, citizens : Zounds, ITl entreat no more. 

Glo. O, do not swear, my loid of Buckingham.” 



450 ADDITIONAL NOTES TO VOLUME TI. 

Page 416 (Act IV. Scene iv.) 

** What comfortable hour canst thou name 
That ever graced me in thy company I 
K, Eaith, nones, but Humphrey Hhiecr, that called 
your grace 

To breakfast once, forth of my company.” 

Malone reads, “ Humphrey Hour,” and aavs that it is hei e 
used for only hour^ as Tom Tioth is used for truth or ti nth. 


